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REMARKS. 



The story of this comedy is supposed, by Pope, to 
have been taken from the fifth book of Ariosto's 
Orlando Forioso. 

Steevens says, there is as remote an original to be 
traced in Spenser^s *' Fairy Queen.*' 

" Much ado about Nothing" has more charms in 
its dialogue, than in its fable, or events. The first pk>t 
appears a trivial on^, because an the incidents of note, 
which arise firom it, aite connected with persons of sb 
little consequence in the piece, that their vicissitudes 
of fortune excite hot that hope, fear, nor curiosity in 
the audiencci which more important characters wouU 
inspire. 

Claudio and Hero are said to be in love, but they 
say so little about it themselves, that no strong sym- 
pathy is created, either by their joys, or their 
sorrows, their expectations or disappointments;—- 
though, >8uch b the reverence for justice implanted in 
humankind, that every spectator feels a degree of 
delight in the final vindication of her innocence, and 
the confiisipn of her guilty accusers. 

Those persons, for whom the hearts of the audience 
are most engaged, have, on the contrary, scarce one 
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CTent to aid their perwnal interest; eTeiy occurrence^ 
which be£adls them, depends solely on the pitiful act 
of priyale listeniag. If Benedick or Beatrice had 
possessed perfect good manners, or jast notions of 
honour and delicacy, so as to haTe refused to have 
become eves^droppen^ the action of the play must 
have stood still, or some better method have been 
contriTed-^a worae haidly could— to have imposed 
on their mutual cieduli^. 

But this willingness to overhear conyersations, the 
reader will find to be the reigning fashion with the 
dramatis persons Qf tliip pby: for there are nearly 
as many nnwanrantable listen^rsi as th^re aie chaiac* 
ters ID it, 

Boty in whatever failiiigs the ill-bred custom of 
Messina may have iuY^dved th^ said Benedick aqd 
Beatrice, they are both highly ^ntertaUiingt a^ mosft 
respectable peraonag^ib Thfiy art^so witty, so jocund, 
so free from care, and y^t so sensible gf care in others, 
that the best possible reward is conferred on their 
merit— marriage with each Other. 

What Dr Johnson has mH in respect to authors 
writing characters for provincial, or foi^gn pionun- 
ciation» may bo applied to those, who produce such 
parts as I)ogberpy, that please merely by misapplica- 
tion of words—" This qiode of forming ridiculous 
characters, can confer praise only on him who ori- 
ginally discovered it; for it requires not much either 
of wit» or judgment Its success must be derived al- 
most wholly from the player; but its power in a skil- 
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ful mouth* even he who despises it, is unable to re- 
sist.*' 

Shakspeare has given such an odious character of 
the bastard, John, in this play, and of the bastard, 
Edmund, in King Lear, that, had those dramas been 
written in the time of Charles the Second, the author 
must have been suspected of disaffection- to half the 
court. 
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MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 



ACT THE FIHST. 

SCENE I. 

I 

The Court h^ore Leohato's House. 

Leokato^ reading a Letter^ Hero, Bratsice, and 

Baitha9AR discovered. 

Leoih> I learn in this letter, that Don Pedro, of Ar- 
ragon, comes this night to Messina. 

naUh, He is very near by this ; he was not three 
leagues off when I left him. 

Leon. How many gentleinen have you lost in this 
action ? 

BaHh. But few of any sort, and iKNue of name. 

Leon* A victory is twice itself, when the achiever 
brings home foil nambers. I find here, that Don 
Pedro hath bestowed much honour on a young Flo- 
rentine, called Claudio. 

Balth, Much deserved on his part, and equally re- 
membered by Don Pedro : He hath borne himself be- 
yon4 the promise of his age; doing, in the figure of 
a lamb, the feats of a lion. 

Leon, He hath an uncle here in Messins^ will be 
very much glad of it. 

BaHh. I have already delivered him letters, and 
there appears much joy in him; even so much, that 
joy could not show itself modest enough without a 
badge of bitterness. 

Leo;i. Did he break out into toa.T%\ 
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Balth, In great measure. 

Leon, A kind overflow of kindness ; There are no 
faces truer than those that are so washed. 

BetUt. I pray you, b Signior Mohtanto returned 
from the wars ? 

BaUh. I know none of that name, lady ; there was 
none such in the army of any sort. 

LejM, What is he that you ask for, niece ? 

Hera^ My cousin means Signior Benedick, of Pa- 
dua. 

Balth, Ob, he's returned, and as pleasant as ever 
he was. 

Beair. I pray you, how many hath he killed and 
eaten in theisiEr wars? But how many hath h^ killed ^ 
for, indeed, I promised to eat all of his killing, 

Leon. 'Faitn, niece, you tax Signior Benedick tod 
much; but he'll be meet with you, I doubt it not. 

Bahk He hath done good service, lady, in these 
wars. 

Beatr. You had musty victual^ and he hath holp 
to eat it: he's a very valiant trencher man; he hath 
an excellent >stomaoh. 

Balih* And a good soldier too, lady. 

Beatr. And a 'good sddier to a lady ;^— but what is 
he to a lord ? 

Leon* You must no^ sir, mistake my niece : — there 
is a kind of merry war betwixt Signior Benedick and 
her ; they never meet but there's a skirmish of wit 
between them* 

Beair* Alas, he gets nothing by that !— In our last 
conflict^ four of his five wits went halting ofi^ and now 
is the whole man governed with one; so that if he 
have wit enough to keep himself warm, let him bear 
it for a difierence between himself and his horse, for 
it is all the wealth that he hath left, to be known a 
reasonable creature. Who is his companion now?' 
he hath every month a new sWorn-brother. 

Balth. Is it possible ? 
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Beair. Very easily possible; ho wears his fmith but 
as the lashioA of his hat, it ever changes with the 
next block* 

Bakh. I set, lady, the geBtleman is not in your 
books. 

Bwtr» No; an he weie, I woidd bam my study. 
But, I pray you, who is^his companion ? 

BaM. He is most in the company of the right no- 
ble Claudio. 

Beair. O lord, he will hang upon him like a dis- 
ease ! he is sooner caught than the pestilence, and the 
taker runs presently mad. Heaven h«4p the noble 
Claudio ! If he have caught the Benedick, it will cost 
bim a thousand pounds, ere he be cured. 

Leon. You'll ne'er run mad, niece. 

Beair. No^ net till a hot January. 

[Fkmmh of TrumpeU. 

Balth, Don Pedro is approached. [Exit. 

Enter Don P£dpo, Don John, Claudio, ani 

BSN«DICIU 

Pedro. Good Siguier Leonato, you are come to 
meet your trouble : the fashion of the world is to 
avoid cost, and you encounter it. 

Leon, Never came trouble to my house, in the like- 
ness of your grace; for, trouble being gone, comfort 
should remain ; but, when you depart mm me, sor- 
row abides, and happiness takes his leave. 

Pedro* You embrace your charge too willingly.-— 
I think this is your daughter. 

X<Q7t. I^er mother hath many times told me so. 

Bened, Were you in doubt, sir, that you asked her ? 

L^oru Siguier Benedick, no, for then were you a 
child. 

Pedro. You have it full. Benedick : we may guess 
by this what you are, being a man. Truly, the lady 
fathers herself: — ^Be happy, lady ! for you are like an 
honourable father. 
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Bened, If Signior Leonato be her father, she would 
not have his head on her shouklers for all Messina^ a* 
like him as she is ! 

Beatr, I wonder that you will still be talkiug, Sig- 
nior Benedick ! nobody marks you. 

Bened* What;^ my d^ Lady Disdain ! are you yet 
liying^? 

Buurm Is it possible^ Disdain should die, while she 
hath such meet food to feed it as Signior Benedick I 
Courtesy itself must conyert to disdaib, if you come in 
her presence. 

Benedd. Then is. courtesy a tum»coat !^But it is 
certain^ I am loved of all ladies, only you excepted: 
and I would I could find in my hearty that I had not 
a hard heart ! for truly I love none. 

Beatr, A dear happiness to women! they would 
else have been troubled with a pernicious suitor* I 
.thank Heaven, and my cold blood, I am of your hu- 
mour for that ! I had rather hear my do^ bark at a 
crow; than a man swear he loves me. 

Bened. Heaven keep your ladyship still in that 
mind 1 so some gentleman or other shall 'scape a pre- 
destinate scratcl:^ face. 

Beatr. Scratching could not make it worse, aad 
'twere such a face as yours. 

Bened. Well» you are a rare parrot-teacher ! 

Beatr. A bird of my tongue, is better than a beast 
of yours* 

Benedj, I would, my horse had the speed of your 
tongue, and so good a cpntinuer ! But keep your way, 
o' Heaven's name !^-I have done. 

Beatr. You always end with a jade's trick v I know 
you of old. 

Pedro. This is the sum of all :— Leonato, Signior 
Claudio, and Signior Benedick, my dear friend, Leon- 
ato, hath invited you all. I tell him, we shall stay 
here at the least a month; and he heartily prays 8om« 
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occasion may detain us longer ; 1 dare swear he is no 
hypocrite, but prays from his heart. 

Leon* If you swear, my lord, you shall not be for- 
sworn.— -Let me bid you welcome, my lord ; being re- 
conciled to the prince, your brother, I owe you all 
duty. 

JoAif. I thank you; I am not of many words, but 
1 thank you, 

Leon. Please it your grace, lead on. 

Pedro. Your hand, Leonato ; We will go together. 
{^ExeutU all but Benedick wid Claudio. 

Gaud, Benedick, didst thou note the daughter of 
Siguier Leonato ? 

Bened. I noted her not ; but I looked on her. 

Claud. Is she not a modest young lady ? 

!Bhied. Do you question me, as an honest man 
should do, for my simple true judgment; or would 
you have me speak after my custom, as being a pro- 
fessed tyrant to their sex ? 

Claud. No, I pray thee, speak in sober judgment ! 

Bened, Why, i'faith, methinks, she is too low for a 
high praise, too brown for a fair praise, and too little 
for a great praise ; only this commendation I can af- 
ford her, that, were she other than she is, she were 
unhandsome ; and, being no other but as she is, I do 
not like her. 

Claud. Thou think*st I am in sport; I pray thee, 
tell me truly, how thou lik'st her. 

Bened. Would you buy her, that you enquire after 
her? 

Claud. Can the world buy such a jewel ? 

Bened. Yea, and a case to put it into.— But, speak 
you this with a sad brow } or do you play the flouting 
Jack ? Come, in what key shall a man take you } 

Claud. In mine eye, she is the sweetest lady that 
ever I looked on I 

^ened, 1 can see yet without spectacles, and I see 



12 MOGH AIM) ABOliT NOTBINO. {ACT l*^. 

no soeb matter 2 there's her cousiil« an' ske were not 
possessed with a fury, exceeds her as much in beauty 
at the first oif May doth the last of -Deoember ! But, 
I hope, you haye no intent to turb husband, have 
you? 

Claud. I would scarce trust myself, though I had 
sworn the contrary, if Hero would be my wife. 

Bened, Is't come to this, i'faith ? Hath not the world 
one man, but he will wear his cap with suspicion ?—- 
Shall I never see a bachelor of threescore again ? 60 
to, i'faith ! an thou wilt n^ds thrust thy neck into a 
yoke, wear the print of it, and sigh away SulMiays.—- 
Look, Don Pedro is returned to seek you. 

Enter Don Pbdro. 

Pedro. What secret hath held you here, that you 
followed not to Leonato's } 

Bened. I would, your grace would constrain me to 
tell ! • 

Pedro. I charge thee, on thy allegiance I 

Bened* You hear. Count Clandio— I can be as se* 
cret as a dumb man ; I would have you think so ; but 
on my allegiance«i*-4nark you this^ on my allegiance, 
-*-He is in love. With whom ?-^Hiow that is your 
grace's part — ^Mark, how short his answer is:—- With 
Hero, Jjeonato's short daughter. 

Claud. If this were so, so were it uttered. 

Bened. Like the old tale, my lord;— -it is not so, 
nor 'twas not so; but, indeed, Heaven forbid it should 
be so! 

Claud. If my paission change not shortly; Heaven 
forbki it should be otherwise ! 

Pedro. Amen, if you love her, for the lady is very 
well worthy. 

Claud. You speak this to fetch me in, my lord. 

Pedro. By my troth, I speak my thought ! 

Claud, And, in faith; my lord, I spoke mine I 
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Bened, And, by my two foiths and troths iliy lotd^ 
I spoke mine ! 

Claud. That I love her, I feel. 

PedrQ, That she is worthy, I know. 

Bened* That [ neither feel how she should be loved, 
nor know how she should be worthy, is the opinion 
that fire cannot melt out of me : I will die in it at the 
stake. 

Pedro, Thou wast ever an obstinate heretic in the 
despite of beauty. 

Ckwd. And never could maintain his part, but in 
the force of his will. 

Bsnedt That a woman conceived me, I thank her ; 
that she brought me up, I likewise give her most 
humble thanks : but that I will have a recheat wind* 
ed in my forehead, all women shall pardon me : Be- 
cause I will not do them the wrong to mistrust any, I 
will do myself the right to trust none ; and the fine is, 
for the which I may go the finer, I will live i bachelor. 

Pedro. I shall see thee» ere I die, look pale with love. 

Bened» With anger, with sickness, or with hunger, 
my k>rd— -not with love : prove, that if ever I lose more 
blood with love, than I will get again with drinking, 
pick out mine eyes with a ballad-maker's pen, and 
hang me up at the door of a brothel-house, for the 
sign of blind Cupid. 

Pedro. Well, if ever thou dost fall from this faith, 
thon wilt prove a notable argument. 

Bened. If I do, hang me in a bottle, like a cat, and 
shoot at me ! 

Pedro Welt, as time shall try ; 
In time the savage bull doth bear the yoke. 

Bened. The savage bull may ; but if ever the sen- 
sible Benedick bear it, pluck off the bull's horns, and 
set them in my forehead : and let me be vilely paint- 
ed, and in such great letters as they writer— '^ Here is 
good horse to hire!* l^t them signify under my sign-— 
•* Here you may see Benedick^ the married tfuin.^ 
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Pedro. Nay, if Cupid hjAth not spent all his quiver 
in Venice, thou wilt quake for this shortly. 

Bened. I look for an earthquake too then. 

Pedro, Well, you will temporise with the hours !— > 
In the mean, tiipe, good Sigoior Benedick, rtpair to 
Leonato's; commend me to him, and tell him, I will 
not fail him at supper; for, indeed, he hath mad« 
great preparation. 

JBened. I have almost m;iitter enough in me {or sqph 
an embassage ; and so I commit yo u . 

Claud, To the tuition of Heaven : frou^ my house, 
if I had it 

Pedro. The sixth of July; your loving firiend. Be- 
nedick. 

Bened. Nay, mock not, mock not: The body of 
your discourse is sometimes guarded with fragments, 
and the guards are but slightly basted on neither:— ^ 
^re you flout old ends any furtn^r, examine your con- 
science ; and so I leave you. [Exitf 

Claud. My liege, your highness now may do me 

goodf 

Pedfp* ]\ly love is thine to teach ; teach it but how^ 
And thou shalt see how apt it is to learn 
Any bard lesson, that may do thee good. 

Claud, Hath Leonato any son, my lord ? 

Pedro. No child but Hero ; she's his only heir ; 
Dost thou affect her, Claudio ^ 

Claud, O, my lord. 
When you went onward on this ended action^ 
I look'd upon her with a soldier's eye, 
That liked, but had a rougher task in hand 
Than to drive liking to the name of love: 
But now I am returned* and that war thoughts 
Have left their places vacant, in .their rooms 
Come thronging, soft and delicate desires. 
All prompting me how fair young Hero is, 
paying 1 liked her, ere I wei>t to wars. . 

Pedrg, Thou wi|t be like a loyer presently. 
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Aod tire the hearer with a book of words t 

If thou' dost love fair Hero> cherish it^ 

And I will break with her. 

Was't not to this end^ 

That thoQ began'st to twist so fine a story ? 

CUttuL Hew sweetly do you minister to love. 
That know love^ grief by his complexion ! 
But lest my liking might too sudden seem, 
I woidd have salved it with a' longer treatise. 

Pedro. What need the bridge much broader than 
the flood? 
Look, what will serve, is fit : 'tis once, thou lovest ; 
And I will fit thee with the remedy. 
I know we shall have revellmg to-night; 
I will assume thy part in some disguise, 
•And tell fair Hero, I am Claudio; 
And in her bosom Pli unclasp my heart, 
Ajid take her hearing prisoner, with the forcd 
And strong encounter of my amorous tak! 
Then, after, to her father, will I break ; 
And, the conclusion is, she shall be thine : 
In practice let us put it presently* [Exewtt. 



SCINEM. 



A HuUm Leonato's House. 



Enter Don John and Conrad, 

Con. What the good-jer, my lord I why are you 
thus out of measure sad } 

John. There is no measure in the occasion that 
breeds it, therefore the sadness is without limit. 

Con* You should hear reason. 
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John. Aod when I l^iive heard it, what bleauDg 
bringetb it ? 

Con* If not a present remedy> yet a patient suffir- 
ance. 

John, I cannot hide what I am : I must be sad 
when I have cause, and smile at no man's jests; eat 
when I have stomach, and wait for no man's leisure ; 
sleep when J am drowsy, and tend to no man's busi* 
ness ; laugh whett I am merry, and claw no maa in 
his humour. 

Co7i. Yea, but you must not make th? fuU show of 
this, till you may do it without controulment You 
have, of late, stood out against your brother, and he 
hath ta'cu you newly into his grace : where it is ioa- 
possible you should take true root, but by the fair 
weather that you make yourself: it is needful^ tiiat 
you frame the season for your owu harvest, 

John. I had ratherbe a canker in a hedge* than a 
rose in his grace; and it better fits my blood to be dis- 
dained of all, than to fashion a carriage to rqfo love 
from any \ in this, though I cannot be said to be a 
flattering honest man, it mtist not be deuied^ but I apt 
a plain-dealing villain, I am trusted with a muzzle, 
and infranchised with a clogi therefore, I have de- 
creed not to sing in my cag;e : If I had my mouth, I 
would bite; if I had my liberty, I would do my li- 
king : in the mean time, let me be that I am, and seek 
not to alter me. 

Con. Can you make use of your discontent ? 

John, I make all use of it, for I use it only. Who 
comes here ? ' 

Enter Borachio. 

What news, Borachio } 

Bor. I came yonder, from a great supper; the 
prince, your brother, is royally entertained by Le^- 
onato; and I can give you intelligence of an intended 
marriages 

/ 
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Jokxu WilMt serve for any mod^ to build mischief 
on ? What is he, for a fool, that betroths himself to 
mqoietttess I 
' Bor. Many, it is your brother^s right hand, 

Johu Who ? the most exquisite Claudio ? 

BoTm Even he ! 

John* A proper squire ! and who, and who ? whicb 
way looks he i 

hoTm Many, on Hero, the daughter and heir of Le- 
onatob 

Johu A very forward March chick ! Come, come; 
let us thither; this may prove food to my displeasure ; 
that young start-up hath all the glory of my over- 
throw : if I can cross him any way» I bless myse)f 
every way. You are both sure, ana will assist me ? 

€kmm To the death, my lord. 

John. Let us to the great supper ; their cheer is the 
greater, that I am subdued. 'Would the cook were 
mi my mind 1 [Exeunt. 



ACT THE SECONI>. 



SCEKE U 



A Room in Leonato's House. 



Enter Leonato and Antonio; 

Leon, How came you to this ? 
/ini. I tell you, the prince and Count Claudio; 
walking in the tfaick-pleached alley of the orchard, 

b2 
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were overheard by ft man of mine. It wiis agreed 
upon^ that the prince shoald, in a dani^e, woo Hero, at 
for himself, and, having obtained her, give her to 
Count Claudio. 

Leon. Hath the fellow any wit that told you ihb ? 

Ant, A good sharp fellow. I will send for him, 
and you shall question him yourself. 

£eo7i. No, no ; we will hold it as a dream« till it ap- 
pear itself. — But do you acquaint ray daoghter with- 
al, that she may be better prepared for her answer, if, 
peradventure, this be true. Here she comes. 

Enter Hsao and Beatrice* 

Was not Count John here at supper ? 

Hero. I saw him not. 

Beatr. How tartly that gentleman looks! I never 
can see him, but Pm heart-burned an hour after. 

Hero, He is of a very melancholy disposition. 

Btatr* He were an excellent man, that were made 
just in the midway, between him and Benedick': the 
one is too like an image, and sa37s nothing ; and the 
other, too like my lady's eldest son, evermore tattling. 

Leon, Then half Signior Benedick's tongue in 
Count John's mouth, and half Count John's melaa* 
choly in Signior Benedick's face 

Beatr. With a good leg, and a good foot, uncle, and 
money enough in his purse, such a man would win any 
woman in the world — if he could get her good-wilK 
[Hero and ^nto^io talk together^ retired. 

Leon, By my troth, niece, thou wilt never get thee 
a husband, if thou be'st so shrewd of thy tongue ! 

Beatr. For the which blessing, I am at Heav'n up* 
on my knees every morning and evening ; Lord, I 
could not endure a hush^ud with a beard on his face I 
I had rather lie in the woollen. 

Leon, You may light upon a husband that hath no 
beard. 

Jfea^r^ What should I do with hioi ? dress hinx in 
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my apparel, and loake him my waitiBg^gendewoman } 
He that hath a beard, is more than a youth ; and he 
that hath no beard> is less than a man : and he that is 
more than a youth, is not for me: aad he that is less 
than a man, I am not for him : Therefore I will even 
take sixpence in earnest of the tear-herd, and lead 
his apes into hell. 

Atd. [ To HEao.] Well, niece, I tfost y^Q will be 
ruled by your father i 

Beair. Yes, faith ;^ it is my cousio'^ duty to make 
a courtesy, and say, <« Father, as it f>iea8e yon ;''-f-but 
yet for all that, cousin, let him br a handsome fellow, 
or else make another courtesy, And say, ** Father, as 
it please me/' 

Lean. Well, niece, I hope co «ee you one day fitted 
with a husband. 

Beatr, Not till heavm make men of some other 
metal than eartiz. W^uld it not grieve a woman to 
be over mastered ii^th a piece of valiant dust? to 
make account of ^^^ life to a clod of wayward marie ? 
No, nnde, I'll r^n^ > Adam's sons are n^y brethren, 
and tndy, I h^d it a sin to match in my kmdred. 

AnC. Nief^f remember what I told you : if the 
prince do solicit you in that kind, you know your 
anfWer. 

Boar* The fault will be in the music, cousin, if 
rpu be not wooed in good time : if the prince he too 
imxirtant, tell him, there is a measure in every tlung, 
and so dance out the answer. For, bear me, Herp, 
wooing, wedding, and repenting, is a Scotch jig^ a 
measure, and a cinque-pace: the first suit is hot and 
hasty, like a Scotch jig, and full as fentaatical; the 
wedding, mannerly modest, as a measure full of state 
and ancientry ; and then comes repentance, and, with 
bis bad legs, falls into the cinqufr-pace fiister and fas- 
ter, till he sink into his grave. ' 
-' - Xeoit. Cousin, you apprehend pass^ig shrewdly, . 
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Bcatr. I have a good eye, UQck 1 1 can see a churck 

by day-light. [Music x»nli»> 

Lean. The resellers are enteriog. IMituku 

Enter Don Pedbo, Claudio^ Benedick, Baltha- 
sAR, Don John« Borachio, Conbao^, Makgabet, 
Ursula, and others, masked, 

Pedro. Iftdy, will you walk about with your 
friend ? 

Hero. So you walk softly, and look sweetly, and 
say nothing, I asu yours for the walk ; and, especial 
ly, when I walk a^»ay, 

Pedro, With me ii your company* 

Hero. I may so, wh%n I please. 

Pedro. And when please you to say so ? 

Hero. When I like yoir favour; for Heaven de- 
fend, the lute should be like the c&se ! 

Pedro. My visor is Philei^oB's loof ; within the 
house is Jove. 

Hero. Why, then your visor sbmld be thatched. 

Pedra. Speak low, if you speak hye. 

A Dance. 

Beatr, Will you not tell me who told y<n go ? 

Bened, No, you shall pardon me. 

Beatr. Nor will you not tell me who you site ? 

Bened. Not now. 

Beoir* That I was disdainful—and that I haft m^ 
good wit out of the hundred merry tales; — ^WeU, tfak 
vras Siguier Benedick that said so. 

Bened. What's he } 

Beatr. I am sure, you know him well enough* 

Bened. Not I, believe me. 

Beatr. Did he never make you laugh i 

Bened. I pray you what is he ? 

Beatr. Why, he is the prince's jester : a very doU 
fool : only his gift is in devising impossible slanders g 
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none but libertines delight in him ; and the com- 
mendation is not in his wit, but in his villainy; for he 
both pleaseth men and angers them, and then they 
laugh at him, and beat him; I am sure, he is in th^ 
fleet; I would he had boarded me. 

Bened. When I know the gentleman, I'll tell hf/n 
what you say. 

Beatr. Do, do ; he'll but break a comparison or 
two on me; which, perad venture, not marked, or lot 
laughed at, strikes him into melancholy; and tbn 
there's a partridge wing saved, for the fool will eat lo 
supper that night. 

[The Company beginning to leave the Roon* 
We must follow the leaders. 

[Music — Exeunt all hut Don John, Borachio 
eind Claudio. 

John, Sure, my brother is amorous on Hero, an( 
liath withdrawn her father, to break with him abou 
it : The ladies fdlow her, and but one visor remain; 

Bor, And that is Claudio : I know him by his bearing 

John, Are not you Signior Benedick ? 

Claud. You know me well : I am he. 

John. Signior, you are very near my brother ft 
bis love : he is enamoured on Hero ; I pray you, d^- 
saade him from her, she is no equal for his biri ; 
you may do the part of an honest man in it. 

Ckma. How know you he loves her ? 

John. I heard him swear his affection. 

JBor« So did I too ; and he swore he would nilirry 
her to-night. 

John. Come, let us to the banquet 

^Exeunt Don John and Borj^bio. 

Gaud, Thus answer I in name of Benedick, 
But hear these ill news with the ears of CiaudiiH— — 
'TIS certain so ; — ^The prince wooes for himsell 
Friendship is constant in all other things. 
Save in the office and aiiairs of love : 
Therefore, all hearts in love use their own toigues; 
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Let ev'ry eye negotiate for itself> 

And trast no agent ; for beauty is a witch. 

Against whose charms faith melteth into bUKxl* 

This is an accident of hourly proof. 

Which I mistrusted not : Farewell therefore, Herob 

ErUer B£NEt>ic&. 

Bened. Count Claudio ? 

ClaiuL Yea, the same* 

Bened. Come, will you go with txie I 

Claud. Whither? 

Bened. Even to the next willow, about your owa 
business. Count What fashion will you wear the gar- 
And off About your neck, like a usurer's chain ? or 
mder your arm, like a lieutenant's scarf ? You must 
^ear it one way, for the prince hath ^ot your Hero. 

Claud. I wish him joy of her. 

Bened. Why, that's spoken like an honest drover; 
9 they sell bullocks. But did you think the prinoe 
^ould have served you thus ? 

Claud. I pray you, leave me. 

Bened. Ho ! now you strike like the blind man ; 
Vas the boy that stole your meat, and you'll beat 
th post. 

ylaud. If it will not be, FU leave you. 

lExit Clauoio. 
Uned, Alasy poor hart fowl ! Now will he creep 
int^ sedges.— But, that my Lady Beatrice gbould 
knd^ me, and not know me ! The prince's fool! — Ha ! 
it my be, I go under that title, because 1 am merry. 
— ^a ; but so ; I am apt to do myself wrong: I am 
not k. reputed : it is the base, though bitter, disposi- 
tion JT Beatrice, that puts the world into her person, 
^d s^ gives me out. Well, I'll be revenged as I may. 

Enter Don Pedro. 

Pedo. Now, Signior, where's the count i Did yoa 
seeM^? 
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Bened. Troth, my lord, I played the part of lady 
Fame. I focmd him here as melancholy as a lodge 
ia a warren ; 1 told him» and, i think/ 1 told him 
true, that your grace had got the good will of his 
young lady ; and I ofiered him my company to a wtU 
low tree, either to make him a garland, as being for- 
saken, or to bind him. up a rod, as being worthy to 
be whipL 

Pedro. To be whipt ! what's his fault ? 

Bened, The flat transgression of a school boy; 
who, being overjoyed with finding a bird's nest, 
shows it his companion, ^nd be steals it. 

Pedro, W\\i thon make a trust a transgression? 
The transgression is in the stealer* 

Bened. Yet it had not been amiss, the rod had 
been made, and the garland too ; for the garland he 
might have worn himself; and the rod he might have 
bestowed on you, who, as 1 take it, have stolen his 
bird's nest. 

Pedro. I will but teach them to sing, and restore 
them to the owner. 

Bened. If their singing answer your saying, by my 
faith, you say honestly. 

Pedro, The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to you ; 
the gentleman, that danced with her, told her, she is 
much wronged by you. 

Bened, Wronged ! she wronged ! she misused me 
past the endurance of a block; an oied:, but with one 
green leaf on it, would have answered her; my yery 
Tisor began to assume life, and scoUl with her : She 
told me* not thinking I had been myself, that I was 
the prince's jester; and that I was duller than a great 
thaw ; huddling jest upon jest, with such impossible 
€X>nveyance, upon me, th^t I ^topd like a man at a 
mark, with a whole army shooting at me : She speaks 
poniards, and every word stabs : 1 would not marry 
her, though she ^ere ^dpwed with all that Adam 
had left him before he transgressed : she wo^d have 
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made Hercules have turned spit; yea, and have deft 
his club, to make the fire too. I would to Heareii^ 
some scholar would conjure her: for, certatDly, 
while she is here, a man may live as quiet in hell, as 
in a sanctuary ; and people sin upon purpose, becaose 
they would go thither; so, indeed, all disquiet, hor- 
ror, and perturbation follows her. 

Beair. Leon. Claud, and Hero. [^WUhin,'] Ha! ha! 
ha! 

Pedro. Look, here she comes. 

Bened. Will your grace command me any service 
to the world's end? I will go on the slightest errand 
pow to the Antipodes, that you can devise to send me 
on ; I will fetch you a tooth-picker now from the fur- 
thest inch of Asia; bring you the length of Prester 
John's foot; fetch you a hair off the great Chamli 
beard ; do you any ambaKsa<^e to the Pigmies^ rather 
than bold three words conference with this harpy t 
You have no employment for me ? 

Pedro. None, but to desire your good company. 

Bened, O lord, sir« here's a dish I love not; I can- 
not endure my Lady Tongue. [£»/ Benei>ick. 

Enter Beatrice, Leonato, Claudio, and Hero. 

Pedro* Come, lady, come ; you have lost the heait 
of Siguier Benedick. You have put him down, lady, 
you have put him down. 

Beair. So I would not he should do me, my lord ; 
lest I should prove the mother of fools. I have 
brought Count Claudio, whom you sent me to aeek. 

Pedro. Why, how now. Count ? wherefore are yoU 
sad? 

Claud, Not sad, my lord. % 

Pedro. How then? Sick? 

Claud. Neither, my lord. 

^^afr. Tht count is neither sad^ nor sick, nor xxxtt^ 
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ly, nor well: butcivik Connt; civil at an orange^ 
and something of that jealous complexion. 

Pedro. Pfaith^ lady, I think yoar blazon to be 
true; thooffh, I'll be svroni> if he be so, his conceit 
is false. mre» ClaodiOi I have wooed in thy name, 
and fiiir Hero is won; I have broke with her father, 
and his ffood'-will obtained : name the day of mar- 
riage, and Heaven give thee joy ! 

Lton, Count, take of me my daughter, and with 
her my fortunes ; his grace hath made the match, 
and all grace say amen to it ! 

Seair. Speak, Count, 'tis your cue. 

Claud, Silence is the pertectest herald of joy : I 
were but little happy, if I could say how much. — 
Lady, as yon are mine, I am yours: I give away my- 
aelf for you, and dote upon the exchange. 

Beatr* Speak, cousin ; or, if you cannot, stop his 
mouth with a kiss^ and let him not speak, neither. 

Pedro, In faith, lady, you have a merry heart. 

Beair, Yea, my lord; I thank it, poor fool, it 
keeps on the windy side of care.— My cousin tells 
him in his ear, that he is in her heart. 

Claud, And so she doth, cousin. 

Beatr, Good lord, for alliance ! — ^Thus goes every 
one to the world but I, and I am sun-burned ; I may 
sit in a corner, and cry, <' Heigho for a husband I** 

Pedro, Lady Beatrice, I will get you one. 

Beatr, I would rather have one of your father's 
getting : Hath your grace ne'er a brother like you } 
Your father got excellent husbands^ if a maid could 
come by them. 

Pedro,. Will you have me, lady? 

Beatr* No, my lord, unless I might have another 
for working days ; your grace is too costly to wear 
every day:— But, I beseech your grace, pardon me; 
I was bom to speak all mirths and no matter. 

J^edro, Your silence most offends me; and to bo 
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merry best becomes yoa; iox$ out of qaestion, yjoa 
were bora ia a merry hoar* 

Beatr. No« sare, my lord, my mother cried ; but 
then there was a star danced, and under that waft I 
bom« — Cousin^ Heaven give you joy ! 

Leon. Niece, will you look to those things I told 
you of ? 

Beatr. I cry you mercy^ uncle.-— By your grace's 
pardon. [E^itm 

Pedro* By my troth, a pleaaant-spirited lady !— 
Count Claudio, when mean you to go to church ? 

Claud. To-morrow, my lord: Time goes on crutches, 
till love have all his rites* 

Leon. Not till Monday, my dear son ; and a time 
too brief too, to have all things answer my mind* 

Pedro, Come, you shake the head at so long a 
breathing; but, I warrant thee, Claudio, the time 
shall not go dully by us. I will, in the interim, un- 
dertake one of Hercules' labours ; which is, to bring 
Signior Benedick and the Lady Beatrice into a moun- 
tain of af]fection, the one with the other. I would 
fain have it a match ; and I doubt not to fashiof^ it, 
if you three will but minister such assistance as I 
shall give you direction. 

Leon. My lord, I. ani for you> if it cost me ten 
nights watchings. 

Gaud. And I, my lord. 

Pedro* And you too, gentle Hero ? 

Hero. . I will do any modest oiO^cCi my lord, to help 
my cousin to a good husband* 

Pedro. And Benedick is not the unbopefullest hus- 
band that I know : thus far can I praise him ; he is 
of a noble strain, of approved valour, and confirmed 
honesty. I will teach you how to humour your coq- 
sin, that she shall fall in love with Benedick : — and 
I, with your two helps, will so practise on Benediclf, 
that/ iff despite of his quick wit and queasy sto- 
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.mach, be shall fall ia lore with Beatrice. If we can 
do ibis, €i]jpid is no longer an archer ; his glory shall 
be oorsy for we are the only love-gods. Go in with 
KM^ and I will tell yon my drift. [Exeunt, 



SCENE I& 



A Hall m Leonato's House. 



Enter Don John and Borachio. 

John. It is so; the Count Claudio shall marry the 
daughter of Leonato. 

&t. Yea, my lord ; but I can cross it* 

JohL Any bar« any cross, any impediment^ will be 
-medicinable to me : I am sick in displeasure to him ; 
■and whatsoever comes athwart his affection, ranges 
evenly with mine. How canst thou cross this marri- 
age? 

Bdr» Not honestly, my lord ; but so covertly, that 
no dishonest shall appear in me. 

John* Show me briefly how. 

Bor. I think, I told your lordship, a year since, how 
much I am in the favour of Margaret, the waiting 
gentlewoman to Hero. ^ 

John» I remember. 

Bor* I can, at any unseasonable instant of the 
night, appoint her to look out atr her la^'s chamber 
window. 

John* What life is in that^ to be the death of this 
marriage? 

Bor, The poison of that lies in you to temper. 
Go you to the prince, your brother; spare not to 
tell him, that he hath vnronged his honour ia marry- 

S 
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ing the renowned Ckudio, whose eitimaUon do yon 
mightily hold up, to a contaminated stal^ such a one 
as Hero. 

John. What proof shall I make of that? 

Bor. Proof enough to misuse the prince, to vex 
Claudio, to undo Hero, and kill Leonato : Look you 
for any other issue? 

John^ Only to despite them, I will endeavour any 
thing. 

£or. Go then, find me a meet hour to draw Don 
Pedro, and the Count Claiidio, alone t tell them, that 
you know that Hero loves me; intend a kind of zeal 
both to the prince and Claudio, as— in love of yonr 
brother^s honour, who hath mc^le this match ; and his 
friend's reputation, who is thus like to be cozened with 
ihe semblance of a maid,-i4hat you have disvovered 
thus. They will scarcely believe this without trial: 
offer them instances; which shall bear no less Ufceli^ 
hood, than to see me at her chamber window; besur 
me call Margaret Hero ; hear Margaret tena m^ Bo- 
rachio ! and bring them to see this the very night be- 
fore the intended wedding: finr, in the mean tiaie«I 
will so fashion the matter, that Hero shall be absent; 
and there shall appear such seeming truth of Hero's 
disloyalty, that jealousy shall be calbd assnrance, and 
all the preparation overthrown. 

John. Grow this to what adverse issue it can, I will 
put it in practice : be canning in the working thisb 
and thy fee is a thousand ducats. 

Bor. Be you constant in the accusation, and my 
canning shall not shune me. 

John* I will presently^ learn their day of marri- 
age. [Baximi. 
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SCENE III. 



Leonato's Garden. 



Enter Benedick. 

Bmed. I do much wonder, that one mair, seeing 
how muoh another man is a fool when he dhedicat^^ 
his behaviours to love, will, after he hath laughed at 
such shallow follies in others, become the argument 
of bis own scorn, by falling in love : and such a man 
is Claudio. I have known when there was no music 
with him but the drum and the fife ;. and now had hs 
rather hear the tabor and the pipe : I have known 
when he would have walked ten mile afoot, to see a 
good amour ; and now will he lie ten nights awake, 
carving the fashion of a new doublet. He was wont 
to speak plain, and to the purpose, like an honest 
man, and a soldiery and- now he is turned ortho- 
grapher; his words are a v^y fantastical banquet, 
just so many strange dishes. May I be so converted, 
and see with these eyes ? I cannot tell; I think not ; 
I will not be sworn, but love may trani^form me to an 
oyster; but Fll take my oath on it, till he ha^re made 
an oyster of mcr he shall never make me such a fool. 
One woman is fair; yet I am well : another is wise ; 
yet I am well : another virtuous; yet I am well : but 
till all graces be in one wonian, one woman shall not 
come in my grace. Rich she shall be, that's cer- 
tain; wise, or I'll none ;. virtuous, or Til never cheap- 
en her; fafr, or Pll never look on her ; mild, or come 
not near me ; noble, or not I ; of good discourse, an 
excellent musician, and her hcdr iliall be of what co* 

c2' 
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lour it please Heaven. — Ha ! the prince, and Mon- 
sieur Love ! I will hide me in the arbour. 

[WiiMrawu 

Enter Don Pedro, Leonato, Claudio, Balthas^ab, 

and Singers. 

Pedro* Come, shall vire hear this music ? 

Claud. Yea, my good lord : — how still the even- 
ing is. 
As hush'd on purpose to grace harmony ! 

Pedro. See you where Benedick hath hid himself? 
Com^ Baltbasar, we'll hear that song again. 



glee. 

Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no merCf 

Men t»ere deceivers ever; 
Onejbot in sea, and one on shore / 
To one thing constant never s 
Then sigh not so, 
But let them go. 
And be you hlythe and bonny ; 
Converting all your sounds qftvoe 
Into, Hey nonny, nanny. 

Sing no more ditties, sing no mo. 

Of dumps so dull ajid heavy; 
Thejraua ofn/ten tbas ever so^ 
; Since summer first mas leavy* 
Then sign npt so, ^c. 

Pedro* Dost thou hear,Balthasar ? I pray thee, get 
us some excellent music ; for, to-morrow night, we 
would have it at the Lady Hero's chamber window. 

BaUh. The best I can, my lord* 

Pedrom Do so: farewell! [Exeunt Balthasar 
and Singers.] Ck)me hither^ Leonato: What was it 
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yoa told me of to-day ? that your' niece^ Beatrice, 
was ia lovie with Sigaior Benedick ? [7*^^ sit. 

Gaud. O, a.y:^Aside.] Stalk on, stalk on; the 
fowl sits. — I did never think that lady would have 
loved 4aiy man* 

L€0»» No, nor I neither; but most wonderful^ 
that she should so dote on Signior Benedick, whom 
she hath, in all outward behaviours, seemed ever to 
abhor* 

Beaed. Is't possible? Sits the wind in that comer? 

Leon. By my troth, my lord, I cannot tell what to 
think of it; but that she loves him with an enraged 
affection, — it is past the infinite of thought. 

Pedrom May be she doth but counterfeit. 

Claud. 'Faith, like enough. 

Leon. Counterfeit! There never was countei^feit ot 
passion came so near the life of passion as she dis* 
covers it. 

Pedro. Why, what e£^ts of passion shows she ? 

Claud. [Asiie.] Bait the hook well; this fish will 
bite. 

Leon. What effects, my lord ! She will sit you, 
Yoa heard my daughter tell you how. 

Claud. She did, indeed. 

Pedro. How, how, I pray you ? You andaze me: I 
would have thought her spirit had been invincible 
against all assaults of afiection. 

Leon. I would have sworn it had, my lord ; espe* 
cially against Benedick. 

Bmed. I should think this a gull, but that the 
white-bearded fellow speaks it: knavery cannot, 
sure, hide himself in such reverence. 

CUmd. l^Adde.l He hath ta'en the afifection; liold 
kop. 

JMfo. Hath she made her a£^tion known to 
Benedick? 

Ijeon. No; and swears she never will : that's her 
torment. 

1 
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Bened, So, so ! 

Leoft, My daughter 8ay«> the ecstacfy hath so miicii 
ot^rborne her, that she is sometime afirtnd she will 
do desperate outrage to herself* 

Pedro. It were good, if Beaedick knew of it hy 
aome other, if she will not discover it I pray you, 
tell Benedick of it, and hear what he will say. 

Lean. Were it good, think you^ 

Claud, 'Tis very possible he'll scorn it; for the 
man, as you know all, hath a contemptible st>irit* 

Bened. Very well ! 

Claud. l^CYef tell him, my lord; let her wear il 
out with good counsel. 

Leon. Nay, that's impossible; she may weenr-her 
heart out first* 

Pedro. Well, we will hear farther of it by your 
daughter ; let it cool the while. I love Benedick 
well ; and I could wish he would modestly examine 
himseHV to see how much he is unworthy so good a 
lady.- 

Leon, My lord, will you walk ? dinner is ready I ' 

{Tk^ rise, 

Claud, [Aside,] If he d6 not dote on her upon thi^; 
I will never trust my expectation* 

Pedro, [Aside,] Let there be the same* net spread 
for her, and that mast your daughter and her gentle- 
woman carry. The sport will be, when they hold an 
opinion of one another's dotage, and no such matter ; 
that's the scene that I would see. Let us send her to 
call him to dinner. [Exeunt. 

Benedick advancesi 

Bened, This can be no trick: The conference waf 
sadly bome;-*-*They have the truth iof this from Hero. 
They seem to pity the lady ; it seems, her affections 
liave their full bent. Love me 1 why, it must be re- 
quited* I hear how lam censured ; they say, I will 
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bear mjfielf pfoodly, iflperceiTO the love comajrom 
ber: thmy tiytoog that she will rather die than give 
ftoy sigii oF afiectioD«— I did never think to marry : — 
I imiat not seem pvond t happy are they that hear 
tlwar detractions, and can put them to mending. 
They say, the lady is fair ; 'tis a truth, I can bear 
them witness : and virtuous ; — ^'tis so, 1 cannot re* 
prove it : and wise,— but for loving me ^— By my 
troth, it is no addition to ber wit ; — nor no great ar- 
gament of her folly, for 1 will be horribly in love with 
her. — I may chance have some odd quirks and rem- 
nants of wit broken on me, because I have railed 
so long against marriage : But doth not the appetite 
alter ? A man loves the meat in his youth, that he 
cannot endure in hb age:-~Shall quips, and sen- 
tences, and these paper bullets of the brain, awe a 
man from the career of his humour ? No : the world 
most be peopled. When I said, I would die a bache- 
lor, I did not think I should live till I were married, 
—Here comes Beatrice : By this day, she's a fair 
lady : I do spy some marks of love in her* 

Enter Beatrice. 

BnUr* Agaunst my will, I am sent to bid yon come 
in to dinner. 

Bened. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pains. 

Beolr. I took no more pains for those thanks, than 
yon take pains to thank me; if it had been painful^ 
I would not have come. 

Bated* You take pleasure^i then, in the message ? 

BeatTf Yea, just so much as you may take upon a 
knife's point, and choke a daw withal: — You have 
im stomach, signior ? fare you welU [£xtf. 

Bened» Ha! " Against my wiU> I am sent to bid 
3roa come in to dinner^* — there's a double meaning in 
that. ^ I took no more pains for those thanks, than 
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yoa take pains to thank me^-^thai's as much as Co 
say, < Any pains that I talce for you is as easy as 
thanks :" — If I do not take pity on her, I am a til- 
lain; if I do not love her, I am a Jew :— I will go 
giet her picture. - [MxiU 



r •» 



ACT THE THIRD. 



SCE^E I. 



CiEONATO's Garden^ 



inter Hero, Maegaret^ and Ursula*' 

* 

ffero^ Good Margaret, run thee into the parloor. 
There shalt thoa find my cousin, Beatrice ; 
Whisper her ear, and tell her, I and Ursula 
Walk in the orchardil and our whole discourse 
Is all of her; say^that thou overheard'st us; 
And' bid her steal into the garden here. 
To listen our purpose : This is thy office. 
Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone« 

Marg. I'll make her come, I warrant you, pre- 
sently. [Exit Margarbt* 

Hero. Now, Ursula, when Beatrice doth come, 
Ouir talk must 6n\f be of Benedick : 
When I do natne him, let it be thy part 
To praise him more thati ever man did merit: 
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If y talk to thee mutt be, bow B^iedick 
[s rick in k>ye witb Beatrice: of tbis matter 
b liltle Cupid's crafty arrow made» 
TJtkBt only wounds by bearsay* 

J Saier Beatrice, on one Side* 

lAsidcl Now begin ; 

For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs 

Close by the ground^ to hear onr conference. 

Ursi [Adde.] Fear you not my part of the dia* 
logue. 

HerOi No, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful ; 
I know, her spirits are as coy and wild 
As haggards of the rock. 

Ure, But are you sure. 
That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely ? 

Hero, So says the prince, and my new-trothed lord* 
They did entreat me to acquaint her of it : 
But 1 persuaded them, if they loved Benedick, 
To wish him wrestle with affection. 
And never to let Beatrice know of it. 

Urs. Why did you so ? Doth not the gentleman 
I>eserve as full, as fortunate a bed. 
As ever Beatrice shall couch upon ? 

Hero, O, god of love ! I know, he doth deserve 
As much as may be yielded to a man : 
But nature never Iram'd a« woman's heart 
Of prouder stnff than that of Beatrice ; 
Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes. 
Misprising what they look on ; and her wit 
Values itself so highly, that to her 
All matter else seems weak : she cannot love» 
Nor take no shape, nor project of afiection» 
She is so self-endear'd. 

Urs. Sure, I think so ; 
And therefore, certainly, it were not good 
She knew bis love, lest she make sport at it, 
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Hero. Why> yoa speak truth : I never yet saw man, 
How wise, bow noble, young, how rarely featured, 
But she would spell him backward : if tair^faced. 
She'd swear, the gentleman should be her sister; 
If black, why, nature, drawing of an antic. 
Made a foul blot : if tall, a lance ill headed ; 
If low, an agate very vilely cut : 
If speaking, why, a vane blown with all winds;; 
If silent^ why, a block moved with none. 
ISo turus she every man the wrong fide out ; 
And never gives to truth and virtue, that 
Which siropleness and merit purchaseth. 

Ur8. Sure, sure, such carping is not conimeDd- 
able. 

Hero* But who dare tell her so ? If I should speak, 
She'd mock me into air; O, she would laugh me 
Out of myself, press me to death with wit. 
Therefore let Benedick, like cover'd £ire» 
Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly : 
It were a better death than die with mocks.—- 

Urs, Yet tell her of it ; hear what she will say. 

Hero. No , rather I will go to Benedick, 
And counsel him to fight against his passion : 
And, truly, I'll devise some honest slanders 
To stain my cousin with: one doth not know» 
How much an ill word may impoison liking* 

IJrs. Oh, do not do your cousin such a wrong ; 
She cannot be so much without true judgment^ 
Having so sweet and excellent a wit. 
As she is prized to have, as to refuse 
So rare a gentleman as Signior Benedick. 

Hero, Indeed, he hath an excellent good name. 

Urs. His excellence did earn it, ere he had it«-— 
When are you married^ madam ? 

Hero, Why, every day ; — to-morrow. 

Urs. She's limed, I warrant you; we have caugh| 
her, madam. [Addc.} 
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Hero. \4dde^ If it proves so, thea loving goes by 
baps: 
Some Cupid kills witb arrows, some with traps. 

{Exeunt Hero and Ursula. 

Beatrice advances. 

Beatr. Wbat fire is in mine ears ? Can this be true ? 

Stand I condemned for pride and scorn so much ? 
Contempt, farewell ! and maiden pride^ adieu ! 

No glory lives behind the back of such. 
And, Benedick, love on, I will requite thee : 

.Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand ; 
If thou dost love, my kindness shall incite thee 

To bind our hopes up in a holy band : 
J^or others say, thou dost deserve ; and I 
Believe it better than reportingly. [ExiL 



SCENE II. 



A Hall in Leonato's House. 



Enter Don Pedro, Leonato, Claudio, and 

Benedick. 

Pedro, I do but stay till your marriage be con- 
summate, and then go I toward Arragon. 

Claud. I'll bring you thither, my lord, if you'll 
vouchsafe me. 

Pedro, Nay, I will only be bold with Benedick 
for his company ; for, fix>m the crown of his head to 
the sole of his foot, he is all mirth ; he hath twice or 
thrice cut Cupid's bow-string, and the little han^maa 
dare not shoot at him ; he Imth a heart as sound as a 
bell» and hia tongue is the clapper; for what his 
heart thinks^ his tongue speaks* 

D 
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Bened, Gallants, I am not as I have been. 

Leon. So say I ! methinks, you are sadder. 

Claud, I hope, he be in love. 

Pedro, Hang him, truant ! there's no true drop of 
blood in him, to be truly touchM with love : if he be 
sad, he wants money. 
, Bened, I have the tooth-ache. 

Pedro, Draw it. ^ 

Bened. Hang it 1 

Pedro, Whait ! sigh for the tooth-ache ? 

Leon^ Which is but a humour, or a worm ? 

Bened. Well^ every one can master a grief, bat hj^ 
that has it. 

Claud* Yet say I, he is in love. If he be not in 
love with some woman, there is no believing of old 
signs ; he brushes hb hat o^ mornings: what should 
that bode ? 

Pedro. Nay, he rubs himself with civet : can you 
smell him out by that ? . 

Claud, That's as much as to say, the sweet youth's 
in love. 

Pedro, The greatest note of it isf his melancholy. 

Claud. Nay, but his jesting spirit, which is now 
crept into a lutestring. 

Pe^rq, Indeed, X\i^% tells a heavy tale for him : 
conclude, conclude he is in love. 

Claud, Nay, but I know who loves biro. 

Tedro. That w«uld I know too ; I warrant, one 

that knows him not. ■ „■ ■■ 

^ Claud, Yes, and bis ill conditions; and, in despite 

of all, dies for him. 

^ Pedro. She shall be buried with her face upwards. 

Bened, Yet this is no charm for the tooth-ache.-— 
Old signior, walk aside wiih me; I have studied 
eight or nine wise words to speak to you, which 
these hobby-horses must not hear. 
.ill*: — . 1- [Exeunt Benedick and Lbonato. 
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Pedro. For my life^ to break with him, about 
Beatrice. 

Claud, 'Tis even so : Hero and Margaret have, by 
this time, played i their parts with Beatrice; and then 
the two. bears will not bite oiie another, when they 
meet* 

Enter Don John. 

John. My lord and brother. Heaven save yoo ! 

Pedro, Good den, brother. 

Jo/m. If your leisure served, I would speak with 
you. 

Pedro, In private ? 

John, If, it please you ; — yet Count Claudio may 
hear; for what I would speak of concerns him. 

Pedro, What's the matter ? 

John. Mtons your lordship to be married to-mor- 
row? 

Pedro. You knoW he does. 

John. I knolfr not that, when bb knows what I 
know; 

Claud. If there be any impediment, I pray you« 
discover it. 

John. You may think, I love you not; let that 
appear hereafter, and aim better at me by that I now 
will manifest : for my brother, I think, he holds you 
well ; and, in deameslft of heart, hath holp to effect 
yoor ensuing marriage : surely, suit ill spent, and la^ 
bour ill bestowed ! / 

Pedro. Why, what's the matter ? 

John. I came hither to tell you, and, circum- 
siaDces shortened, for she hath too long been a-talk* 
iog of, the lady is disloyal. 

Gaud. Who? Hero! 

John. Even she ; Leonato's Hero, your Hero, every 
inan^s Hero. 

Ciand, Disloyal! 

John. The word is too good to paint out her wick« 
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edness ; I could say, she were worse; think yoo of a 
worse title, and I will fit her to it. Wonder not till 
farther warrant : go but with me to-night, you shall 
see her chamber window entered ; ^even the night be- 
fore her wedding day ; if you love her then, to-mor- 
row wed her ; but it would better fit your honotur to 
change your mind. 

Claud. May this be so ? 

Pedro. I will not think it. — 

John. If you dare not trusT that you see, confess 
not that you know : if you will follow me, I will 
show you enough ; and when you have seen more, 
and heard inore, proceed accordingly. 

Claud. If I see any thing to-night why I should 
not marry her to-morrow, in the congregation, wherfe 
I should wed, there will I shame her. 

Pedro, And, as I wooed for thee to obtaun her, I 
will join with thee to disgrace her. 

John. I will disparage her no farther, till you are 
my witnessed : bear it coldly hut till midnight, and 
let the issue show itself. [Exeuni* 



SCENE III. 



T7ie Street. 



Enter Dogberry, Verges, Seacoal, Oatcake, and 

Four Watchmen. 

Dogb. Are you good men and true ? 
Verges. Yea, or else it were pity but they should 
suffer salvation, body and soul. 
Dogb. Nay, that were a punishment too good for 
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them, if they should have any allegiance in them, 
being chosen for the prince's watch. 

Verges, Well, give them their charge^ neighbour 
Dogberry. 

Ikfgb. Firdt» w)io think you the most desartless 
man to be constable ? 

Verges. Hugh Oatcake, sir, or George Seacoal^ 
for they can write and read. 

Dogb. Come hither, neighbour Seacoal : Heaveii 
bath bleas'd you with a good name ; to be a well fa- 
Tour^d man is the gift of fortune | but to write and 
read comes by nature. . 

Sea. Both which. Master Constable, 

Dogh, You have. I knew it would be your afi-^ 
swer. Well, for your favour, sir, why, give Heaven 
thanks, and make no boast of it ; and for your wri« 
ting and reading, let that appear when there is no 
need of soeh vanity. You are thought here to be 
tbe most senseless and fit man for the constable of 
the watch; therefore, bear you the lantern: This 
is your charge : You shall comprehend all vagrom 
men ; you are tu bid any man stand, in the prince's 
iiame« 

Sea» How if he will not stand ? 

Dqgb, Why, then take no note of hrm, but let 
him go; and presently call the rest of the watch to* 
gether, .and thank Heaven you are rid of a knaves 

Verges. If he will not stand when he is bidden, he 
is none of the prince's subjects. 
-- Dogb» True ; and they are to meddle with none 
but the prince's subjects :— You shall also make no 
noise in the streets ; for, for the watch to babble and 
talik, is most tolerable, and not to be endured. 

Sea, We will rather sleep than talk; we know 
what belongs to a watch. 

Ih)gb, Why, you speak like an ancient and most 
c^uiet watchman ; for I cannot see how sleeping should 

b2 
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ofTend: only^ have a care that your bills be not 
stolen : — Well^ you are to call at all the alehousen^ 
and bid those that are drunk get them to bed* 

Sea, How if they will not ? 

Dogh. Why^ then, let them alone till they are so- 
ber ; if they make you not then the better answer, 
you may say, they are not the men you took them 
tor. 

Sea, Well, sir, 

Dogh. If you meet a thief, you may suspect him, 
by virtue of your office, to be no true man ; and, for 
such kind of men, the less you meddle or make with 
them, why, the more is for your honesty. 

Sea, If we know him to be a thief, shall we not 
lay hands on him ? 

Dogh, Truly, by your office, you may ; but, I 
think, they that touch pitch will be defiled : the most 
peaceable way for you, if you do take- a thief, is, to 
let him show himself what he is, and steal out oft 
your company. 

Verges, You have been always called a merciful 
man, partner. 

Dogb, Truly, I wojild not hang a dog by my will ; 
much more a man who hath any honesty in him. 

Verges, If you hear a child cry in the night, you 
must call to the nurse, and bid her still it. 

Sea* How if the nurse be asleep, and will not 
hear us ? 

Dogh, Why, then depart in peace, and let the child 
wake her with crying ; for the ewe that will not hear 
her lamb when it baes, will never answer a calf when 
he bleats. . 

Verges. 'Tjs very true. 

Dogb, This is the end of the charge. You, con- 
stable, are to present the prince's own person; if 
you meet the prince in the night, you may stay him.^ 

Verges, Nay, by'rlady, that, I think, he cannot. 

JDogb. Five shillings to one on't with any man, that 
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snows the statues^ he may stay him: marry, not 
ivithoot the prince be willing : for, indeed, the watch 
ought to offend no man ; and it is an offence to stay 
a man against his will. 

Verges. By'rlady, I think it be so. 

Dogb. Ha! ha! ha! Well, masters, good night: 
an there be any matter of weight chances, call up 
me : keep your fellows' counsels and your own, and 
good night. — Come, neighbour. 

[Exeunt Dogberry and Vebgea. 

Sea. Well, masters, we hear our charge : let us go 
sit upon the church*bench till two, and then all to 
bed. 

Enter Dogberry and VergeI^ ^ 

JDogb, One word more, Honest neighbours : I pray 
you, watch about Signior Leonato's door; for the 
wedding being there to-morrow, there is a great coil 
to-night : Adieu ! be vigilant, I beseech you. 

[Exeunt Dogberry and Vergss. 

Enter Borachio* 

Hor* What, Conrade!— 
Sea, [Aside,] Peace, stir not. " 
Bor* Conrade^ I say ! 

Enter Conrade. 

Con. Here, man, I am at thy elbow. 

Bor. Stand thee close, then ; and I will, like a true 
drunkard, utter all to thee. 

Sea. [Ande.] Some treason, masters; yet stand 
close. 

Bor. Therefore knov^ I have earned of Don John 
a thousand ducats. 

Ccn. Is it possible that any villainy should be so 
dear > 

Bor. Thou shouldst rather ask, if it were possible 
any villainy should be so rich ; for, when rich villains 

6 
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have need of poor ones, poor ones may make wbal 
price they will* 

Con. I wonder at it. . 

Bor. That shows thou art unconfirmed : Thou know- 
e3t that the fashion of a doublet^ or a hat# or a ck>ak, 
is nothing. to a man. 

Con. Yea, it is apparel. 

Bor. I mean tl^e fashion. 

Con» Yes, the fashion is the fashion. 

Bor. Tush ! I may as well say, the fooPs the fool. 
But seest thou not what a deformed thief this fashion 
is? 

Sea. [Aside-] I know that Deformed ; he has been 
a YJIe thief these seven years ; he goes up and down 
like a gentleman : I remember his name. 

Bor. Didst thou not hear somebody } 

Con. No; ^twas the vane on the house.' 

Bor. Seest thou not, I say, what a deformed thief 
this fashion is ? how giddily he turns abobt all the hot 
bloods, between fourteen and five and thirty ? 

Con, Art not thou thyself giddy with the fashion 
too, that thou hast shifted out of thy tale into telling 
me of the fashion ? 

Bor. Not so neither: but know, that' I have to- 
night wooed Margaret, the Lady Hero's gentlewomtin, 
by the name of Hero ; she leans me out at her mis- 
tress' chamber window ; bids me a thousand times 
good night, — Itell this tale vilely : — I should first tell 
thee, how the prince, Claudio, and my master, 
planted, and placed, and possessed by my master, 
Don John, saw afar ofl^ in the orchard, this amiable 
encounter. 

Con. And thought they, Margaret was Hero ? 

Bor. Two of them did, the prince and Claudio; 
but the devil, my master,. knew she wa& Margaret: 
away went Claudio enraged ; swore he would meet; 
her, as he was appointed, next morning at the 
temple, and there, before the whole consregation. 
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shame her wilh what he saw over night, and send her 
home again without a husband. 

Sea, We charge you in the prince's name, stand ! 

Oo/. Call up the right master constable : [Exit a 
Watchman.] We have here recovered the most dan- 
geroos pitee of lechery that erer was known in the 
commonwealth. 

Sea. And one Deformed is one of them; I know 
him ; he wears a lock. 

dnu Masters, masters,— - 

Sea, You'll be made bring Deformed forthi I war- 
rant you. 

Con. Masters, — 

Sea. Never speak ; we charge you^let us obey you 
to go with us. [Exemtm 



SCENE IV. 



Hero's Jpartment in Leonato's House^ 



Enter Hero and Margaret. 

Hero, Good Margaret, wake my cousin Beatrice^ 
and desire her to rise, and send her hither. 
Mofg. Here she comes. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Hero, Good morrow, coz. 
Beatr, Good morrow, sweet Hero. 
Hero. Why, bow now ! do you speak in the sick 
tune? 
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:, Beatr. I am out of all other tane> methinks. Ttf 
almost five o'clock, cousin ; 'tis time you were ready. 
By my troth, I am exceeding ill : — heigho ! 

Hero. For a hawki a horse,, or a husband ? 

Beatr^ For the^tter that begins them ail^ H-^— ^ 
By my. troth, I am sick. ' , -^ 

Hero. Get you some distilled Carduus Benedi^ 
tus, and lay it to your heart ; it is the only thing for 
a qualm. 

Beatr. Benedictus! why Benedictos? yoti hare 
some jnoral i n this Benedictus^ ; 

Hero. Moral! No, by my troth; I meant plain 
holy-thistle. 



Enter Ursula. 



.«. 



Urs. Madam, withdraw; the prince, the count, 
Signior Benedick, and Don John, are come to fetch 
you to church. 

Htro. Come in with me, good coz, good Meg, 
good Ursulsu [Exeunt* 



SCENE r. 



A Hall in Leonato's House* 



Enter Leonato, Dogberry, and Verges. 

Leon. What would yoa with me, honest neigh- 
bour ? 

Dogb. Marry, sir, I would have some confidetice 
with you, that dificems you nearly. 

Lean. Brief^ I pray you; for you see, 'tis a busy 
time with me. 
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Dogh Marryy this it is, sir ! ^ 

Verges* Yes, in truth it is, sir ! 

Le<m» What is it, my good friends ? 

Dogb. Goodman Verges, sir, speaks a little off the 
matter : an old man, sir, and his wii| are not so bldnt, 
aa^ Heaven help, I would desire they were ! but, in 
faith, honest as the skin between his brows. 

Vejges, Yes, I thank Heaven, I am as honest as 
any man living, that is an old man, and no honester 
than I., ' -■ 

Dogb. Comparisons are odorous: palabras^ neigh- 
bour Verges. 

Leon. Neighbours, you are tedious. 

Dogb. It pleases your worship to say so, but we are 
the poor 'duke's omcers; but, truly, for mine own 
part, if I were as tedious as a king, I could find in my 
heart to bestow it all of your worship. 
• Leon. All thy tediousness on me, ha ? 

Dogb. Yea, and 'twere a thousand times more than 
'tis ; for I hear as good exclamation on your worship, 
as of any man in the city ; and though I be but a 
poor man, I am glad to hear it. 

Verges. And so am I. 

Leon. I would fain know what you have to say. 

Verges. Marry, sir, our watch to-n?{ght, excepting 
your worship's presence, have ta'en a couple of as ar- 
rant knaves as any in Messina. 

Dogb. A good old man, sir; — he will be talking-* 
as they say. When the age is in, the wit is out ;— 
Heaven help us { it is a world to see ! — Well said, 
i'faith, neighbour Verges!— An two men ride of a 
horse, one must ride behind : — An honest soul, i'faith, 
sir I by my troth, he is, as ever broke bread ! bu^> 
Heaven is to be worshipped— f All men are not alike ; 
alas, good neighbour ! 
« Leon. Indeed, neighbour, he comes too short of you. 

Dogb. Gifts, that Heaven gives, 

Zecm, I must leave you. 
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Dogb. One word, sir : our watch, sir, have, indeed, 
comprehended two aspicious persons, and we would 
have them this morning examined before your won 
ship. 

Leon* Take th^r examination yonrself, and briog 
it me; 1 am now m great haste, as it may appear on- 
to you. 

Dogb* It shall be suffigance. 

Leanm Fare you well ! lEtk, 

Dogb, Go, good partner, go get you to Francis 
Seacoal, bid him bring his pen and inkhom to tbe 
gaol ; we are now tp examination these men. 

Verges^ And we must do it wisely. 

Dogb, We will spare for no wit, I warrant yon : 
here's that, [ToucJUng his ForeheadJ] shall drive [some 
of them to a non-com : only get the learned writer to 
set down our excommunication, and meet me at the 
gaol. [ExemU. 



s 

ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE 1. 



A CliapeL 

Don Pedro, Don Jobn, Leonato, Friar, Claudio, 
Benedick, Hero, and Beatrice, discovered. 

Leon* Come, Friar Francis, be brief; only to the 
plain form of marriage, and you shall recount their 
particular duties afterwards. 
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Viar. Yoa come hither, my lord, to marry this 

'? 

'laud. No. 

eon. To be married to her. Friar; you come to 

ry her. ^ 

rtor. Lady, you come hither to be married to 

count? 

fero. I do. 

riar. If either of you know any inward impedi* 

t^ why you should not be conjoined, I charge 

on your Souls, to utter it. 
laudi Know you any. Hero ? 
'ero. None, my lord. 
riar* Know you any. Count ? 
eon. I dare make his answer, none. 
kttid. Oh, what men dare do ! what men may do ! 
; men daily do 1 

ened» How now ? Interjections ? 
laud. Stand thee by, Friar: — ^Father, by your 
leave; 

you, with free and unconstrained soul, 
I me this maid, your daughter ? 
?on. As freely, son, as Heaven did gi?e her me. 
'aud* And what have I to give you back, whose 
worth 

counterpoise this rich and precious gift ? 
tdro. Nothing, unless you render her again. 
'aud. Sweet prince, you learn me noble thank- 
fulness.— ' 
e, Leonato, take her back again ; 
I but the sign and semblance of her honour : 
lid, how like a maid she blushes here ! 
blush is guiltiness, not modesty. 
tnu What do you mean, my lord ? 
aud* Not to be married, 
knit my soul to an approved wanton ■ 
vn. Dear my lord, if you, in your own proofs 

s 
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Have Tanquish'd the resistance of her youths— 

Claud. No, Leonato^ 
I never tempted her with word too large ; 
But, as a brother to a sister, sbow'd 
Bashful sincerity, and comely love* 
. Hero. And seemM I ever otherwise to you? 

Claud. Out on thy seeming! I will write agaisal' 

' it: 
You seem to me, as Dian in her orb : 
As chaste, as is the bud ere it be blown ; 
But you are more intemperate in yoiir Mood 
Than Venus, or those pamper'd animals. 
That rage in savage sensuality. 

Hero. Is my lord well, that he doth speak so wide? 

Leon. Sweet prince, why speak not you ? 

Pedro. What should I speak ? 
I stand dishonour'd, that have gone about 
To link my dear friend to a wanton here. 

Leon. Are these things spoken, or do I but dream ? 

John. Sir, they are spoken, and these things are 
true. 

Hero. True, O Heaven ! 

Claud. Xeonato, stand I here ? 
Is this the prince f Is this the prince's brother? 
Is this face Heroes ? Are our eyes our own ? 

Leon. All this is so ; but what of this, my lord ? 

Claud. Let me but move one question to your 

' daughter. 
And, by thlt fatherly and kindly power 
That you have in her, bid her answer truly. 

Leon. I charge thee do so, as thou art my child ! 

Hero. O Heaven defend me! how I am beset!— 
What kind of catechizing call you this ? 

Claud» To make you answer truly to your name. 

Hero. Is it not Hero ? Who can blot that name 
With any just reproach ? 

Claud. Marry, that can Hero ; 
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Hero itself can blot out Hero's virtue. 
What man was he, talk'd with you yesternight. 
Out at your window, betwixt twelve and one ? 
Now, if you are a maid, answer to this. 

Hero. I talk'd with no man at that hour, my lord. 

Pedro, Leonato, 
I am sorry, you must hear : — Upon mine honour. 
Myself, my brother, and this grieved coiItit> 
Did scQ her, bear her, at that hour last night. 
Talk with a ruffian, at her chamber window ; 
Who hath, iitdeed, most like a liberal villain; 
Confesa'd the vile encounters they have hafd 
A thousand times in secret. 

John, Fie, fie ! they are 
Not to be named, my^lord, not to be spoke of; 
There ii not chastity enough in language. 
Without offence, to utter them : Thus, pretty lady, 
I am Sony for thy much misgovernment. 

Claud, O Hero, what an angel had'st thou been. 
If half Uiy outward graces had been placed 
Abbot the thoughts and counsels of thy heart ! 
Bat, fare thee well, most foul, most fait 1 farewell ! 
For thee,^ Til lock up all the gates of lov6. 
And on my eye-lids, shall conjecture hang. 
To torn all beauty into thoughts of harm. 
And never shall it more be gracious. [Hero swooni, 
[ExaaU Don Pedro; Don John, and Claudio. 

X^eoH, Hath no man's dagger here a point for me 

fieatr. Why, how now, cousin ? wherefore sink yoa 
down ?^ 

fiened. How doth the lady ? 

Beatr, Dead, I think ; — Help, uncle ! 
Hero ! why> Hero ! uncle ! Signioi* Benedick I Friar I 

Leon^ O fate, take not away thy heavy hand ! 
Death is the fairest cover for her shame. 
That may be wish'd for& 

Beatr, How now, cousin Hero > 
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JVfor* Have comfort^ lady. 

Leon. Dost thou look up ? 

Friar, Yea ; Wherefore should she not } 

Leon, Wherefore ? Why, doth not every eattUy 
thing • 
Cry shame upon her ? Could Ae here deny 
The story, that is printed in her blood I 
Do not live. Hero : do not ope thine eyes : 
For did I thinks thou wouldst not quickly die. 
Thought Ij thy spirits were stronger than thy shamed 
Myself would, on the rearward of reproaches 
Strike at thy life* Grieved I, I had but one i 
Chid I for that, at frugal nature's frame ? 
Fve one too much by thee 1 O, she is fall's 
Into a pit of ink ! that the wide sea 
Hath drops too few, to wash her clean again! 

Bened, Sir, sir, be patient ! 
For my part, I am so attired in wonder, 
I know not what to say. 

Beair. O, on my soul, my cousin is belied ! 

Bened. Lady, were you her bedfellow last nights 

Beatr. No, truly not ; although, until last night, 
I have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow. 

Leon. Confirmed, confirm'd ! Oh, that is stronger 
made. 
Which was before barr'd up with ribs of iron I 
Would the two princes lie ? and Claudio lie ? 
Who loved her so, that, speaking of her foulness, 
Wash'd it with tears? Hence ! from her ! let her die ! 

Friar. Hear me a little ; ^ 

For I have only silent been so long. 
And given way unto this course of fortune. 
By noting of the lady : I have mark'd 
A thousand blushing apparitions start 
Into her face; a thousand innocent shames 
In angel whiteness, bear away those blushes. 

Call me a fool ; 

/ 
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Trost not my reading* nor my observation^ 
If this sweet lady He not guiltless here. 
Under some biting error. 

Leon, Friar> it cannot be : 
Thou seestf that all the grace that she hath left, 
la, that $he will not add to her damnation, 
A sin of perjury : she not denies it : 
Why seek'it thou, then, to cover with excuse 
That, which appears in proper nakedness ? 

Riar. Lady, what man is he, you are accused of? 

Hero. They know, that do accuse me: I know 
none : 
If I know more of any man alive. 
Than that, which maiden modesty doth warrant. 
Let all my sins lack mercy 1 O my father^ 
Prove you that any man with me conversed 
At hours unmeet, or that I yesternight 
IVlaintain'd the change of words with any creature. 
Refuse me, hate me, torture me to death. 

Friar. There is some strange misprision in the 
princes. 

Bened, Two of them have the very bent of honour; 
And if their wisdoms be misled in this. 
The practice of it lives in John, the bastard, 
Whose spirits toil in frames of villanies. 

Leon. 1 know not; if th^y. speak but truth of her. 
These hands shall tear her; if they wrong her honour. 
The proudest of them shall well hear of it 

Friar. Pause awhile. 
And let my counsel sway you in this case. 
Claodio has lefi your daughter, here for dead ; 
Let her a while be secretly kept in. 
And publish it, that shei .is dead indeed. 

Leon. What shall becon^e of this? what will this 
do? 

Friar. She dying, as it must be so maintained. 
Upon the instant that she was accused, 
Shall be lamented, 'pity'd, and excused, 

B2 
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Of every hearer ; So will it fiure with Claadio: 

When he shall hear, she died upon his wordi^ 

The idea of her life shall sweetly creep 

Into his study of imagination ; 

And every lovely organ of her life 

Shall come apparell'd in more precious habits 

Into the eye and prospect of his soul. 

Than when she lived indeed : then shall he mourn. 

And wish he had not so accused her ; 

No, though he thought his accusation true. 

Let this be so, and doubt not, but success 

Will fashion the event in better shape. 

Than I can lay it down, in likelihood. 

Bcned, Signior Leonato, let the friar advise yoo: 
And though, you know, my inwardness and love 
Is very much unto the prince and Claudio, 
Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this 
As secretly, and justly, as your soul 
Should with your body. 

Leon. Being, that I flow in grief. 
The smallest twine may lead me. 

Friar, 'Tis well consented ; presently, away ; 
Come, lady, die, to live : this wedding day. 
Perhaps, is but prolonged; have patience, and endure. 
[Exeunt all hut Benedick and Beatrice. 

Bened, Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this 
while i 

Beatr. Yea, and I will weep a while longer. 

Bened. I will not desire that. 

Beatr. You have no reason: I do it freely. 

Bened. Surely, I do believe your fair cousin is 
wronged. 

Beatr, Ah, how much might the man deserve of 
me« that would right her 1 

Bened. Is there any way to show such friendship ? 

Beatr. A very even way, but no such friend. 

Bened. May a man do it i 

Beatr. It is a man's office, but not yours. 



SCENS !•] MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 55 

Benedm I do lore nothing in the world so well as 
yon: 
Is not that strange ? 

Beatr, As strange as the thing I know not: It were 
as possible for l&e to say» I loved nothing so well as 
you : but^ believe me not ; and yet I lie not ; I con- 
fess nothing, nor I deny nothing :— I am sorry for my 
oonsin* 

Bened. By my sword, Beatrice, thou lovest me ! 

Beatr. Do not swear by it, and eat it. 

Bcned* I will swear by it, that you love me ; and 
I will make hkn eat it, that says I love not you. 

Beair. Will you not eat your word ? 

Bened, With no sauce that can be devised to it : I 
protest 1 love thee ! 

Beatr. Why, then. Heaven forgive me ! 

Bened, What offence, sweet Beatrice ? 

Beatr. You have staid me in an happy hour; I was 
about to protest! loved you. 

Bened, And do it^ with all thy heart ! 

Beatr. I love you with so much of my heart, that 
none is left to protest. 

Bcned. Come, bid me dp any thing for thee. 

Beair. Kill Claudio. 

Bened» Ha ! not for the wide world ! 

Beatri You kill me to deny it : — Farewell ! 

Bened* Tarry, sweet Beatrice ! 

BeaiTm I am gone, though I am here : — ^There is no 
love in you ^— nay, I pray you, let me go. 

BcnecL Beatrice,— 

Beatr, In faith, I will go ! 

Benedm We'll be friends first. 

Benin You dare easier be friends with me, than 
fight with mine enemy. 

Belied. Is Claudio thine enemy ? 

Beatr. Is he not approved in the height a villain, 
that hath slandered, scorned, dishonoured my kins- 
woman ? — ^Oh, that I were a man !— What ! bear her 
in band until they come to take hands, aT\!i\.\v^'(\>V^^\l 
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public accusatiou, uncovered slander, unmitigated ran- 
cour, — O Heaven, that I were a man ! I would e&t hit 
heart in the market-place 1 

Bened, Hear me, Beatrice. 

Beatr, Talk with a man out at a window ?•— a pro- 
per saying ! 

BenecL Nay, but Beatrice—- 

Bcatr. Sweet Hero ! — she is wronged, she is sla&- 
dered» she is undone ! 

Bened. Beatrice ! 
. Beatr, Princes and counties ! Surely, a princely tes- 
timony, a goodly count-confect — a sweet g^Uant, sure- 
ly ! O that I were a man for his sake ! or that I had 
any friend, would be a man for my sake ! But man- 
hood is melted into courtesies, valour into compliment^ 
and men are only turned into tongue, and trim ones 
too : He is now as valiant as Hercules, that only tells 
a lie, and swears it: I cannot be a man with wisfaihi^ 
therefore I will die a woman with grieving. 

Bened, Tarry, good Beatrice : By this hand, I love 
thee! 

Beatr. Use it for my love, some other way thui 
swearing by it. 

Bened, Think you in your soul, the Count Claadio 
hath wronged Hero ? 

Beatr. Yea, assure as I have a thought, or a soul! 

Bened. £nough, I am engaged ; I will challenge him* 

Beatr. Will you i 

Bened. Upon my soul I will. I'll kiss your haiidL' 
and so leave you. By this hand, Claudio shall render 
me a dear account. 

Beatr^ You'll be sure to challenge him ? 

Bened* By those bright eyes I will. 

Beatr. My dear frieod, kiss my hand again. 

Bened. As you hear of me, so think of me. Go, 
comfort your cousin : I must say she is dead, and soi 
farewell. 

Beatr., Benexiick, kill him, kill him, if you can. 
; Btned^ As sure as he is alive, I will* {Exeunt 
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SCENE II. 



A Prison* 



BoGfiERBT, Verges^ Seacoal, and Oatcake^ discO" 

vcred. 

Dogb. Is oar whole assembly appeared ? 

EfUer Sexton. 

Verges* O, a stool> and a cushion for the sexton ! 

Sexton. Which be the malefactors? 

iSogb, Marry, that am I, and my partner. 

Verges, Nay, that's certain ; we have the exhibition 
to examine. 

Sexton. But which are the offenders that are to be 
examined ! let them come before Master Constable. 

Doghm Yea, marry, let them come before roe. 

[Seacoal beckons to the Watch. 

'Enter Watch, bringing in Boracuio and Conrade. 

What is your name, friend ? 

Bor. Borachio. 

Dogb. Pray write down Borachio. — ^Yours, sirrah I 
. Con. I am a gentleman^ sir, and my name is Con- 
rade. 

Dogb. Write down Master Gentleman Conrade.— 
Masters, do you serve Heaven ? 
'^Con, and Bor* Yes, sir, we hope. 

Dogb. Write, down, that they hope they serve 
Heaven-— and write Heaven first; for Heaven defend 
but Heaven should go before such villains I Mas- 
ters^ it is proved already, that you ax^ WvxXfc Xi^J'X^'t 
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than false knaves; and it will go near to be thought 
so shortly. How answer you for yourselves ? 

Con. Marry, sir, we say we are none. 

Dogb* A marvellous Wiity fellow, I assure you U« 
but I will go about with him.l-Come you, hither, sns* 
rah! a word in your ear, sir; I say to you^ it ii 
thought you are false knaves. 

Bor. Sir, I say to you, we are none. 

Dogb. Well, stand aside.<»-'Fore Heaven, they are 
both in a tslle ! — ^Hafe you writ down,- that tKey i^ 
none ? 

Sexton. Master Constable, you go not the way to 
examine ; yon must call the watch, that ate their ac- 
cusers. 

Dogb, Yea, marry, that's the eftest way:—- Let the 
wsCtch stand forth : — Masters, I charge you, in the 
prince's name, accuseythese men! 

Sea. This man said; sir, that Don John, the prince's 
brother, was a villain. 

Dogb, Write down, — Prince John, a villain ; " ^ 
Why, that is flat perjury, to call a prince's brother^ 
villain ! 

Boi\ Master Constable 

J^ogb. 'Pray thee, fellow, peace ! I do not like thy 
look, I promise thee. 

Sexton. Wh&t heabd you him say else ? 

Oat. Marry, that he had received a thousand du- 
cats of Don John, for accusing the Lady Hero wrong- 
ftilly. 

Dogb, Flat burglary, as ever was committed ! 

Verges. Yea, by the mass, that it is ! 

Sexton. What else, fel|pw ? 

Sea. And that Count Claudio did mean, upon his 
words, to disgrace Hero before the whole assembly^ 
and not marry her. 

Dogb\ O villain ! thou wilt be condemned into 
everlasting redemption for this ^ 

Sexton, What else? 
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Sea. This is all. 

Sexton. And this fs more, masters, than you can 
deny* Prince John is this morni.Pg secretly stolen 
away : Hiero was in this manner accused, in this very 
manner refused, and, upon the grief of this, suddenly 
died. — ^Master Constable, let these men be bound, and 
brought to Leonato's.— -I will go before, and shew him 
their examination. [Exit. 

Dogh. Come, let them be opinioned.-»Come, bind 
them. — ^Thou naughty yarlei ! 

Coit. Away, yon are an ass ! you are an ass ! 

l}ogh. Bost tl^ou no|; suspect my plage ? post thou 
not suspect my yeajrs ? O that ^e were here, to write me- 
down an ass ! — ^but, masters, remember, that I am an 
ass; though it be not written down, yet forget not, 
that I am an ^ss:— No, thou villain, thou art full 
of piety> as shall be. proved upon thee, by good wit- 
ness! — I am a wise fellow; and, which is more, an 
officer; and, which is more, an householder; and, 
which is more, as pretty a piece of flesh, as any in 
Messina I and one that ^ows the law, go to ; and a 
rich fellow enougl^, gp to ; and a fellow that hath had 
losses ; and one that hath two gowns, and every thjng 
handscHne about him :— firing him away. O, that I 
bad been writ dowqi— -an ass i \^Exewi^\, 
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ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE !•" 

The Court before liEONATo's House, 

Enter Leonato arid Antonio. 

Am. If you go on thus^ you will kill yourself; 
And 'tis not wisdom, thus to second grief 
Against yourself. . 

Leon, I pray thee, cease thy counsel ; 
Nor let no comforter delight mine ear. 
But such a one, whose wrongs do suit with mine. 
Bring me a father, that so loved his child. 
Whose joy of her is overwhelm'd like mine. 
And bid him speak of patience ;-— 
No, no ; 'tis all men's office to speak patience 
To those, that wring under the load of sorrow; 
But no man's virtue, nor sufficiency. 
To be so moral, when he shall endure 
The like himself: therefore give me no counsel. 

Ant, Therein do men from children nothing diffei 

Leon. 1 pray thee, peace ; I will be flesh and blood 
For there was never yet philosopher. 
That could endure the tooth-ache patiently; 
However they have writ the style of gods. 
And make a pish at chance and sufferance. 

Ant, Yet bend not all the harm upon yourself; 
Make those, that do offend you, suffer too. 

Leon. There thou speak'st reason; nay, I will d 
so; 
My soul doth tell me. Hero is belied ; 
And that shall Claudio know, so shall the prince. 
And all of them, that thus dishonour her. 
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Ant* Here comes the prince^ and Claudio^ hastily, 

Enier Don p£DRO and Clauoio. 

Pedro. Good den, good den. 

Claud. Good day to both of you, 

Leon, Hear you, my lords 

PedrOm We have some haste, Leonato. 

Lecn, Some haste, my lord ! — wel), fare you well, 
my lord : 
Are you so hasty now? — well, all is one. 

Pedro. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good old man. 

ArU, If be could right himself with quarrelling. 
Some of us would lie low. 

Claud. Who wrongs him ? 

Leon, Marry, thou dost wrong me, thou dissem- 
bler, thou ! 
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy swoitl, 
I fear thee not. 

Claud, Marry, beshrew my hand. 
If it should give your age such cause of fear ! 
tn faith, my hand meant nothing to my sword. 

Leon. Tush, tush, man, never fleer and jest at me ! 
I speak not like a dotard, nor a fool. 
As, under privilege of age, to brag 
What I have done being young, or what would do. 
Were I not old : Know, Claud io, to thy head. 
Thou hast so wrong'd my innocent child, and me. 
That I am forced to lay my reverence by ; 
And, with grey hairs, and bruise of many daysj, 
Do challenge thee to trial of a man : 
I say, thou hast belied my innocent child* 

Pedro. You say not right, old man* 

Lecn. My lord, my lord, 
I'll prove it on his body, if he dare ; 
I>espite his nice fence, and his active practice. 
His May of youth, and bloom of lustyhood. 

Claud. Away, 1 will not have to do with you I 

Leon. Caast thou so daffme 2 

F 
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Ara. Let him answer me : 
Come> follow me, boy; come> boy, follow me; 
Sir boy, I'll whip you from your foiniog fence ; 
Nay, as I am a gentleman, I vfriil I 

Leon, Brothe r ■ 

Ani» Boys, apes, braggarts, jacks, milksops | 
That dare as y^ell answer a man, indeed, 
Af I dare take a serpent by the tongue i 

Leori. Brother Antony 

Ant. Hold you content ; What, man ! I kno^ 
theip, ye^. 
And what they weigh, even to the utmost scrapie; 
Scambling, outfacing, fashion-mong'ring boys. 
That lie, and cog, and flout, deprave and slandeiv 
And spe^k off half a dozen dangerous words, 
-How they might hurt their enemies, if they dursti 
And this is ^11. 

Leon. But, brother Anthon y 

Ant, Come, 'tis no matter; 
Do not you meddle, let me deal in this. 

Pedro. 6entlen^en both, we wil| not wake ]rour p^ ' 
tience. 
My heart is sorry for yopr daughter's cjeath ; , 
But, on my honour, she was charged with nothing 
But what was true, and very full of proof* 

Leon. My lord, my lord — ~ 

Pedro. I will not hear you. 

Leon. No ? 
Brother, away ; I will be heard ! 

Ant. And shall. 
Or some of us will smart for it 

[Exeunt Leonato and Antonio- 

Pedro* See, see, 
H«re comes the man, we went to seek ! 

Enter Benedick. 

Ciaud, Now, Signior, 
What news ? 

7 
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Bened. Obcxl day, my lord, 

Pedro, Welcoine, Signior ! 
Yoo are almost come to part almost a fray. 

Claud. We had like to have had our two Maen 
snapped off, with two o)d men without teeth. 
' Pedro, Leonato and his brother; Wfiat think'st 
thou ? Had we fought, I doubt, we should have been 
tod young for them. 

Bened. In a false quarrel, thefe is no true valour. 
I came to seek you both. 

Claud. We have been up and down to seek thee ; 
for we are high proof melancholy, and would fain 
have it beaten a^ay : Wilt thou use thy wit ? 

Bened. It is in my scabbard ; shall I draw it ? 

Pedro, As I am an honest man, he looks pale !«- 
Art thou sick, or angry ? 

Claud, What ! courage, man 1 What, though care 
killed a cat, thou hast mettle enough in thee to kiU 
care. 

Bened, Six, I shall meet your wit in the career, if 
youlcharge it against me ; I pray you, chuse another 
subject. I don't like it. 

Pedro, By this light, he changes more and more I 
I think, he be angry, indeed I 

Claud, If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle. 

Bened. Shall I speak a word in your ear ? 

Claud, Heaven bless me from a challenge 1 

Bened. You are a villain ! I jest not — I will make 
it good, how you dare, with what you dare, and when 
you dare : — ^Do me right, or I will protest your cow- 
ardice. You have killed a sweet lady, apd her death 
shall fall heavy on you ! Let me hear from you. 

Claud. Well, I will meet you, so I may have good 
cheer. 

Pedro. What, a feast, a feast ! 
- Claud. Ffaith, I thank him> he hath bid me to a 
calve's hiead ; the which, if I do not caxi^ tos^^X. cx)c- 
rioasly, say my kaife'a naught. 
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Bened, Sir, your wit ambles well ; it goes easily. 

Pedro. But when shall we set the savage ImU'f 
horns on the sensible Benedick's head ? 

Claud. Yea, and text underneath, — Here dwftib 
Benedick, the married man ? 

Bened. Fare youwell, boy ! you know my mind*- 
I will leave you now to your eossip-like humour : joa 
break jests, as braggarts do their blades, which, IM* 
ven be thanked, hurt not ! — My lord, Ibr your many 
courtesies, I thank you — I must discontinue your 
company : your brother, the bastard, is fled from 
Messina ; you have, among you, killed a sweet and 
innocent lady : For my Lord Lackbeard there, he 
and I shall meet, and4iii then, peace be with him!— 
Let me hear from you. [Esk, 

Pedro, He is in earnest*^ 

CUmd, In most profound earnest; and. Til warrant 
you, for the love of Beatrice I 

Pedro. And hath challenged thee? 

Claud. Most sincerely ! 

Pedro. What a pretty thing man is, when he soei 
in his doublet and hose, and leaves off his wit 1— J)ic 
he not say, my brother was fled ? 

Enter Dogberry, Verges, with Conrade and Bora« 
CHio hound, followed by Seacoal, Oatcake, and th 
Watch. ^ 

Dogh, Come you, sir (^ if justice cannot tame you 
she shall ne'er weigh more reasons in her balance :— 
nay, and you be a. cursing hypocrite once, you mus 
be looked to. 

Pedro* How now, two of my brother's men bound 
Borachio one ! 

Claud. Hearken after their offence, my lord. 

Pedro. Officers, what offence have these men done 

Dogh. Marry, sir, they have committed false re 
port; moreover, they have spoken untruths; second 
arily, they are slanders : sixth and lastly, they hav* 
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belied' a lady; thirdly/ they have* yerified unjast 
things : and, to conclude, they are lying knaves. 

Pedro. Firsty I ask thee, what they have done ; 
ihinllyy I ask thee what's their oiFence ; sixth and 
laistly, fi^by they are committed ;— and, to conclude, 
what you lay to their charge. 

CUoid. Rightly reasoned, and in his own division. 

PddrOm Whom have you oflended, masters,' that you 
are thus bound to your answer ? ' this learned con- 
stable is too cunning to be understood :— What's 
your ofifence ? 

Bor* Sweet prince, let me go no further to mine 
answer ;' do you hear me, and let this count kill me. 
I have deceived even your very eyes : what your wis- 
doms could not discover, these shallow fools have 
brought to light ; who, in the night, overheard me 
confessing to this man, how Don John, your brother, 
incensed me to slander the Lady Hero ; how you were 
brought into the orchard, and saw me court Margaret, 
in Hero's garments; how you disgraced her, when 
you should marry her : ray villainy they have upon 
record, which, I had rather seal with my death, than 
repeat over to my shame: the lady is dead, upon 
miDe and my master's false accusation ; and, briefly, 
I desire nothing but the reward of a villain. 

Pedro* Runs not this speech like iron through your 
blood? « 

CUuid. I have drunk poison, whiles he uttered it. 

Pedro, But did my brother :«et thee on to this ? 

Bor. Yea, and paid me richly for the practice of it. 

Pedro, He is composed and framed of treachery: — 
And fled .'he is upon this villainy. 

Claud, Sweet Hero I now thy image doth appear 
In the rare semblance that I loved it first. 

Dogb* Come, bring away the plaintifis; by this 
time, our sexton hath reformed Signior Leonato of 
the matter : And, masters, do not forget to specify, ~ 
when time and place shall serve, that 1 am an u^« 



66 HiJCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. [ACT T. 

Verges. Here comes Master Signior Leonatoj and 
the sexton too. 

Enter Leonato^ Servants, and the Sexton. 

Leon, Which is the yillaia ? Let me see his eyes; 
That, when I note another man like him, 
I may avoid him : Which of these is he ? 

Bor. If yon would know your wronger, look Oft me. 

Leon. Art thou the slave, that, with thy breath, 
hast kiird 
Mine innocent child ? 

Bor. Yea, even I alone. 

Leon. No, not so, villain ; thou beliest thyself; 
Here stand a pair of honourable men, 
A third is fled, that had a hand in it : 
I thank you, princes, for my daughter's death ; 
Eecord it with your high and worthy deeds ; 
'Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it. 

Claud. I know not how to pray your patience. 
Yet I must speak : Chuse your revenge yourself ; 
Impose me to what penance your invention 
Can lay upon my sin : yet sinn'd I not, 
But in mistaking. 

Pedro. By my soul, nor I ; 
And yet, to satisfy this good old man, 
I would bend under any heavy weight ' 
That he'll enjoin me to. 

Leon. 1 cannot bid you bid my daughter live^ 
That were impossible ; but, I pray you both^ 
Possess the people in Messina here. 
How innocent she died ; 
To-morrow morning, come you to my house ; 
And, since you could not be my son-in-law. 
Be yet my nephew : my brother hath a daughter, s 
Almost a copy of my child that's dead. 
And she alone is heir to both of us ; 
Give her the right, you should have given her cousin^ 
And so dies my revenge* 

Claud. O, noble sir. 



1 
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Yoar over kindness doth wring tears from me ! 
I do embrace your ofier, and dispose 
For henceforth of poor Claudio. 

Leon. To-morrow, then, I will expect your co« 
ming. 
To-night I take my leave. 

{Exeunt Pedro and Claudio.. 
This naughty man 

Shall face to face be brought to Margaret, 
Who, I believe, was pack'd in all this wrong.* 

Bor, No, by my soul, she was not ; 
Nor knew not what she did, when she spoke to me ; 
But always hath been just and virtuous. 
In any thing that I do know by her. 

Dogh. Moreover, sir, which indeed, is not under 
white and black, this piaintifT here, the offender, did 
call me ass : I beseech you, let it be remembered in 
his punishment; and also the watch heard him talk 
of one Deformed— pray you examine him upon that 
point 

Leon* I thank thee for thy care and honest pains. 

Dogh* Your worship speaks like a most thankful 
and reverend youth ; and I praise Heaven for you 1 

Leon. There*s for thy pains. 

Dogh. Heaven save the foundation ! 

'Lein. Go, I discharge thee of thy prisoners, and I 
thank thee. 

Dogb. I leave an arrant knave with your worship ; 
which, I beseech your worship to correct yourself, for 
the example of others. Heaven keep your worship— 
I wish your worship well — Heaven restore you to 
health! I humbly give you leave to depart; and, if 
a merry meeting may be wished, Heaven prohibit it I 
—Come, neighbour. 

[Exewu Dogberry, Verges, the Sexton, Sea- 
coal, Oatcake, and the Watch. 

Leon. Bring you these fellows on ; we'll talk with 
Margaret, 
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How her acquaintance grew with this lewd fellow* 



SCENE lU 



' >lx. • 



■lij. 



A Hall in Leonato's House. 



Enter Benedick and Margaret. 

Bened. *Piay thee, sweet Mistress Margaret, de- 
serve well at my hands, by Helping tae to the speech 
of Beatrice. 

Marg. Will you then write me a sonnet in praise 
of my beauty ? 

Bened. In so high a style, Margaret, that no man 
living shall come over it ; for, in most comely truth, 
thou deservest it ! 

Marg' To havfe no man come over me ? why» shall 
I always keep belotv stairs ? 

Bened, Thy wit is as quick as the greyhoimd's 
iiV>uth, it catches. 

Marg. And yours as bluni as the fencer's foils, 
which hit, but hurt not. 

Bened* A most manly wit, Margaret, it will not 
hurt a woman : and so, I pray thee, call Beatrice. 

Marg, Well, I will call Beatrice to you, [Exit. 

Bened* [Sings.] The god qfhve. 

That sUs above^ 
And knows me, and knows me. 
How pitiful I deserve, 

I mean iii singing ; but in loving,— -Leander, the good 
swimmer, Troilus, the first employer of panders, and 
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a whole book fall of these qaondam carpet-mongeref 
whose names yet run smoothly in the even road of a 
blank' Terse, why, they were never so truly turiled 
over and over, as my poor self, in love : Marry, I can- 
not show it in rhyme^ I have tried ; I can find out 
no rhyme to lady but baby, an innocent rhyme ; for 
school, fool, a babbling rh3rme; for scorn, horn, a 
hard rhyme; very ominous endings! — No, I was not 
bom nnder a rhyming planet, for 1 cannot woo in fes- 
tival terms.«>- 

Enter Beatrice. 

Sweet Beatrice, wouldst thou come when I called 
thee? 

Beatr. Yea, signior, and depart when you bid me* 

Bened. O, stay but till then! 

Beatr. Then, is spoken ; fare you well now : — and 
yet, ere I go, let me go with that I came for, which 
IS, with knowing what hath past between you and 
Claudio. 

Bened, Claudio undergoes my challenge ; and either 
I most shortly hear from him, or I will subscribe 
him a coward. And, I pray thee now, tell me, for 
which of my bad parts didst thou first fall in love 
with me ? 

Beatr. For them all together; which maintained 
so politic a state of evil, that they will not admit any 
good part to intermingle with them. But for which 
of my good parts did yon first suffer love for me ? 

Bated. Suffer love ; a good epithet ! I do sutler love, 
indeed, for I love thee against my will. 

Bcatn In spite of your heart, I think ; alas ! poor 
heart! If you spite it for my sake, I will spite it 
for yours; for I will never love that which my friend 
hates. 

Bened. Thou and I are too wise to woo peace- 
ably. 



70 MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. [ACTY. 

Beatr. It appears not in this confession ; there's not 
one wise man among twenty that will praise himself. 

Bened. An old, an old instance — ^Beatrice, that li- 
ved in the time of good neighbours—if a man do not 
erect, in this age, his own tomb ere he dies, he shall 
]ive no longer in monument than the bell rings and 
the widow weeps. 

Be<Ur. And how long is that, thirik you ? 

Bened, Why, an hour in clamour, and a quarter ia 
rheum ; therefore it is most expedient for the wise, if 
Don Worm, his conscience, fmd no impediment to the 
contrary, to be the trumpet of his own virtues, as 1 am 
to myself. So much for praising myself, who, I my- 
self will bear witness, is praise-worthy. — ^And now tell 
me, how doth your cousin ? 

Beatr, Very ill. 

Bened. And how do you ? 

Beatr. Very ill too. 

Bened, Serve Heaven, love me, and .mend. 
Here comes one in haste. 

/ Enter Ursula. 

Urs, Madam, you must come to your uncle ; it is 
proved my Lady Hero hath been falsiely accused, the 
prince and Claudio mightily abused ; and Don John 
is the author of all, who is fled and gone. 

[Exie Ursula. 

Beatr, Will you go hear this news, signior ? 

Bened, I will live in thy eyes, die in thy lap, and 
be buried in thy heart ; and, moreover, I will go with 
thee to thy uncle. [Exemt* 
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SidENE 11 r. 



4 Room in Leonato's H^me. 



Enter Leonato, Hero, Friab» Antonio; Benedick, 
Beatrice, Ursula, and other Ladies. 

Friar, Did not I tell you she was inoocent ? 

Leon, So arb the prince atid Claudioj' who accused 
her. 
Upon the error that you j^ard (jebate4 : 
But Margaret was in soijne fault for this ; 
Although against her will, as it appears. 

Ant. Well, I am glad that all things sort so well. 

BenecL And so am I, being else by faith enforced 
To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it* 

Leon. Well, daughter, and you gentlewomen all. 
Withdraw into a chamber by yoursely^es ; 
Andy when I send for you, come hither mask'd : 
Th^ princp and Claudio promised by tl^is hour 
To visit nie. " 

' ' (Exeunt Beatrice, Hero*, and all the Ladies. 
YoQ know your office, brother ; 
You must b>e father to your brother's daughter. 
And give )ier io young Claudib.- 

A$U. Which I will do with a confirm'd countenance. 

Hened. Friar, I must entreat your pains, I think. 

Friar^ To do what, signior ? 

JBened, To bind me, or undo me, one of them.— - 
Signior Leonato, truth it is, good sigmoti 
Your niece regards me with an eye oi i^^oxn* 
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Leon, That eye my daughter lent her; 'tis most 
true. 

Bened» And I do with an eye of love requite her. 

Lean. The sight whereof, I think, you had from me> 
From Claudio and the prince : But what's your will ? 

Bened. Your answer, sir, is enigmatical : 
But, for my will, my will is, your good-will 
May stand with ours, this day to be conjoined 
In the estate of honourable marriage ; — 
In which, good friar, I shall desire your help. 

Leon, My heart is with your liking. 

Friau And my help. 
Here come the prince, and Claudio. 

Enter Don Pedro and Claudio. 

Pedro, Good morrow to this fair assembly. 

Lean. We here attend you : Are you yet determined 
To-day to marry with my brother's daughter ? 

Claud, V\\ hold my mind, were she an Ethiope. 

Leon. Call her forth, brother: Here's the friar ready. 

[Exit Antonio. 

Pedro, Good morrow. Benedick : Why, what's the 
matter, 
That you have such a February face, 
So full of frost, of storm, and cloudiness ? 

Claud. I think, he thinks upon the savage boll : 
Tush, fear not, man, we'll tip thy horns with goldj 
And all our Europe shall rejoice at thee y 
As once Europa did at lusty Jove, > 

When he would play the noble beast in love. 

Bened. Bull Jove, sir, had an aimiable low : 
And some such strange bull leaped your father s cxm, 
And got a calf in that same noble feat. 
Much like to you, for you have just his bles^t. 
ph, here they come ! 
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JEnter Antonio, with Hero, Beatrice, Ursula, and 

other Ladies, masked, 

Cbud. Which is the lady I must seize upon ? 

Ant. This same is she, aod I do give you her* 

Chud. Why then she's mine: Sweet, let me see 
your face. 

Lern^ No, that you shall not, till you take her 
hand 
Sefore this friar, and swear to marry her. 

Claud* Give me your hand before this holy friar ; 
I am your husband if you like of me. 

JBTero. And when I lived, I was your other wife ; 

[ Unmasking. 
And when you loved, you were my other husband. . 

Claud. Another Hero ? 

Hero. Nothing cert^iner : 
One Hero died defiled, but I do live. 
And, surely as I live, I am innocent. 

PednK The former Hero 1 Hero, that is dead ! 

Z,€on» She died, my lord, but whiles her slander 
lived. 

Friar. All this amazement can I qualify; 
When, after that the holy rites are ended, 
I'll tell you largely of fair Hero's death : 
Meantime, let wonder seem familiar. 
And to the chapel let os presently. 

Bened. Soft and fair. Friar. — Which is Beatrice ? 

Beatr. I answer to that name. 

[Beatrice and the other Ladies unmasL 
What is your wilW 

Bened* Do not you love roe I 

Bentr. No, no more than reason. 

Bened. Why, then, your uncle, and the prince, anck 
Claudio, 
Have been deceived, for they swore you did^ 

Beatr. Do DOt you love me ? 

Bened* No, no more than reason. 

a 
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Beatr. Why» theA^ my cottsiny Margaret, and Ur? 
sala. 
Are much deceived, for they did swear yoa did. 

Bened. They •wore that yoa were almost sick for 
me. 

Bioir. They swore that yoo were well ni^h^ead 
for me. 

Semd. Til no such matter: — ^Tfaea, you do not 
love me ! 

BecUr. No, ttuly, but in friendly recompense^ 

Li^ Gome, coasiu, I am sore yoa lov^ the gea- 
' tleman* « 

ClAtfll And Pil be sworn apon't that he loves faer; 
Vnf here's a paper, written in his hand, 
A llttlting sonnet of his own pure brain, 
Fashion'd to Beatrice. 

[Gitei ^ paper to BBikTBict. 

Herod And here's another. 
Writ in my cousin's hand, stolen ^m faer pockety 
Containing her aifection ikato Benedick. 

[Gic€» the pApar to Benedick. 

Bene4» A miracle ! — here's our own hands against 
our hearts i— -Come, I will have thee; but, by this 
light, I take thee for pity ! 

Beatr, I would not deny you ; — bat, by this good 
^^y» I yield upon great persuasion; and, partly, to 
save your life; for I was told you were in a <^n^ 
sumption. 

Bencd. Peace, I will stop your mouth*—- 

FedrOk How dost thou. Benedick, the married man r 

Bened. Til tell thee what, prince, a college of wit* 
crackers cannot flout me out of my humour: Dost 
thou think I care for a satire or an epigram I No ; if 
a man will be beaten with brains, he shall wear no* 
thing handsome about him. In brief, since I do pur- 
pose to marry, i will think nothing to any purpose 
that the world can say against it ; and therefore never 
flout at me for what i have said against it ; for man 
i^ a ^iddy thing, and this is my conclusion. 
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JBnier Lorenso. 

Lor. My lord, your brother John is ta'eii in flight. 
And brongbt with anned men back to Messina. 

Pedro* 1 think not on him till to-morrow; I'll de- 
vise brave punishments for him. 

[Exit Lorenzo. 

IBenetL Claudio, I did think to have beaten thee; 
but in that thou art like to be my kinsman, live un* 
bruised, and love my cousin. 

Gaud, . I had well hoped thou wouklst have denied 
Beatrice, that I might have cudgelled thee out of thy 
single life, to make thee a double-dealer, which> out 
of question thou wilt be, if my cousin do not look nar- 
rowly to thee. 

Bened. Come, come, we are friends. Prince, thou 
art sad. 

Pedro* Yes, I've got the tooth-ache. 
^Bened* Got the tooth-ache !— ^Get thee a wife ; and 
all will be well* Nay, Jaugh not, laugh not 

Your gibes and mockeries I laugh to scorn ; 
No Stan more rev'rend than one tipt with horn. 

[Exeunt omae$. 



THE END. 
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REMARKS. 



^TwM pky of Henry the Fifth is the moral to the 
play of Henry the Fourth ; for here, the jocund Prince 
of Walety having become King of England^ not only 
forsakes ail his companions in vice, but hang» two or 
three of theok 

The death of Fi^staff also^ told in a hnmorona^ 
but most natural manner, wiU be ^s impressive, on 
some windsy as any of those scenes where the poet 
lias frequently made state, pomp, or bitterest cala- 
Boity, attendant on the dymg man.-^— That pining ob- 
scurity in which the supercilious Sir John was com« 
polled to live, when his royal comrade became ashamed 
of him^ is a subject well worth the reflection of many 
a luckless parasite; and now, this stealing to his bed, 
stealing to his grave, without one tragic bustle, ex-* 
cept that which his oonscieoce makes, so well describes 
the nsnal decease of a neglected profligate, that every 
mail, who thinks^ will own the resemblance, and take 
the warning conveyed. 

The disorderly conduct, and ensuing fate of Sir 
John Falsta£C is not* a more excellent lessor ibr the 
disaipated and dishonourable, than the confidence of 
the French king and his courts in their prowess, is 
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instructive to ministers of state* and every pony po* 
litician, A dramfitis^ who bad feigoed occorrmices, 
or who had not closely adhered ta facti^ as Shak- 
speare in this play has done^ might have been charged 
with burlesqoiDg the humap character in the vaio- 
gbry which is here given to Frande, apd her coose* 
quent humiliation. 

Fiction, from the pen of genius, will often appear 
more like nature, than nature will appear like htFi> 
self. The admired speech invented by the antfaor 
for King Henry, in a beautiful soliloquy just befbre- 
battle, seems the exact efiect of the place and cir- 
cumstances with which he was then surrounded, and 
to be, asjiis very mind stamped on the dramatic page ; 
and yet perhaps his majesty, in his meditation^ hadi 
no such thoughts as are here provided for htm ; but 
that his opponents had thoughts and expectatioas 
equally extravagant with those allotted to them, thei( 
every action evinced. 

The incident of the soldier^s glove has a degree of 
interest not only from itself, but that it showa some 
slight remainder of Falstaff's merry Hal, in the then 
great King of England. 

The famed battle of Agincourt, which this play ex« 
hibits, was fought on the 25th of October, the day of 
$t Crispin ; to which one of the king's sentences al- 
ludes. Here fifteen thousand of the English only, it 
is said, defeated fifty-two thousand of the French. 
The consequences of this glorious victory were yei^ 
most horrible to the humane Britons; for the nun^ 
]^er of their prisoners amounting to more than their 
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own triompliaiit ftrmy, they were commanded, evea 
when the heat of contest had aobsided, to put every 
Frenchoian to death. 

Althoagh the particalar nmnber of the foi^pes which 
were engaged on either side, in this memorable com- 
bat* may be differently recorded by diflferent hislo- 
liansy and the motive which induced the conqueror 
to slay his captive^ may also be variously stated yet 
it is certain that the French army were more than 
twice the number of the English, awl that the Eng- 
lish slew their prisoners. 

Shakspeare was determined, in this drama, to ex* 
pose every vanity of the Gallic foe to British ridi- 
cule ; and thu^ instantly after the slaughter of their 
numeioQS hosts^ he displays the frivolous anxiety of 
the syrviviog nobility, by the herald Mon^oy, in tbii 
address to Henry :— 

^ Groat King, 

^ I c<NDe to thee for charitable license 
^ That we may wander i>'er this bloody field, 
^ To sort our nobles from our common men ; 
^ For many of oar princes (woe the while !) 
" Lie drown'd and soak'd in mercenary blood : 
^ So do our vulgar drench their peasant limbs 
^ In blood of princes." 

There is a judicious remark by a commentator on 
Shakspeare — " that he knows not why the Princess 
Katharine, in. this p'ay, should not be allowed to 
apeak English, as well as all the other French.'*^ 

a2 
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But had her royal highness been as fluent in speecb 
as the rest of the characters, the poet had posstblj; 
failed of materials to have lengthened his last act to 
the ezpeoled number of pages. Dr Johnsoup in., speak- 
ing of the evident deficiency of this act, most justly 
and forcibly says>— - 

" The truth is, that the poet's matter failed him 
in the fifth act, and he was glad to fill it up with 
what he could get; and not even Shakspeare can 
write well without a proper subject. It is a Tain en- 
deavour for the most skilful hand to cultivate barreor 
ness, or to paint upon racuityw^ 

Notwithstanding some brilliant exploits of Henry 
Ihe Fifth, the catastrophe of his lil^ and the final 
event of all his action^ may convey, to many a youth- 
fn\ debauchee as good a< moral as his total abandon- 
ment of his early associates. 

The hero of Agincourt was in declining health, the 
effect of former intemperance, even on the spot where 
he gathered his laurels. He lived no-more than.thi'ee' 
years after this renowned victory, and left no mor& 
than one child, who was dethroned and murdecedi 
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ACT THE FIRST, 

dCBKB U 

I 

An Anikhdmier in the En^M Courts 

Enter the Ahcbbisbop ^CANTERBURt^ and thd' 

Bishop qfEvf. 

Can. My lord, V\\ tell yoa^— That self bHl is urge4^ 
Which, in the eleyenth year o* the kst kingfs reign. 
Was like, and had indeed against us passed. 
Bat that the scambling and unquiet time 
Bid posh it out of further question. 
Ely. But how, my lord, shall we resist it now i 
Can. It must be thought on ; if it pass s^inst uS), 
We lose the better half of our possession ; 
For all the temporal lands, which men de?out 
By testament luive given to the churcl^ 
Would they strip from us. 
Efy. But what prevention ? 
Can. The king is full of grace, and laic regards 
Efy. And a tme bver of the holy c\»Rd^ 
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Can, The coarses of his youth promised it not 
The breath no sooner left his father's body^ 
But that his wildness> mortified in him^ 
SeemM to die too : yea^ at that very moment^ 
Consideration* like an angel« came 
And whippM the offending Adam oat of him; 
Leaving his body as a paradise^ 
To envelope and contain celestial spirits. 
Never was such a sudden scholar made : 
Never came reformation in a floods 
With such a heady current, scouring faults { 
Nor never Hydra-headed wilfulness 
So soon did lose his seat, and all at onc^ 
As in this king. 

Efy. We^re blessed in the change. 
Cm. Hear him but reason in divinity. 
And, all admiring, with an inward wish 
You would desire the king were made a prelate ; 
Hear him debate of common-wealth affiiic^ 
You would sayr— it has been aU-in-all Us ikiidy : 
List his discourse of war, and you shall hear 
A fearful battle render'd you m music : 
Turn him to any cause of policy. 
The gordian knot of it he will unloose* 
Familiar as his garter ; that, when he^ipeali:!^ 
The air, a chartered libertine, fs still. 
And the mute wonder larketh in men's eam^ 
To steal his sweet and honied sentences; 
So that the art, and practic ^part of life. 
Must be the mistress to this theoric : 
Which is a vironder, how his grace should glean it. 
Since his addiction was to courses vain ; 
His companies nuletter'd, rode, and shallow ; 
His hours fili'd up with riots, banquets^ sports; 
And never noted in him any study. 
Any retirement, any sequestration 
From open hannts, and popularity* 
Ely. The strawberry grows nnaemeatb the nett 
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\nd wholesome berriea thrive^ and ripen best, 
(ieighboar'd by fruit of baser quality : 
find so the prince obscured his contemplation 
Under the veil of wildness ; which^ no doubt» 
Crrew like the summer grass^ fastest by nighty 
Unseen, yet crescive in his faculty, — 
But, my good lovd. 
How now for mitigation of this bill. 
Urged by the commons ? Doth his majesty 
Incline to it, or no ? 

Can. He is rather swaying more upon our part 
Than cherishing the ezfaibiters against us : 
For I bavt mwSe t|o offer to his majesty^— 
As toaching France— 4o give a greater sum 
'X*han ever at one time the clergy yet 
Did to his ptedecessors part withaL 

Ely. How did this ofler teem v^eireA, my lord? 
Can. With good acceptance of his m^esty ; 
Save, that there was not time enough to hear 
(As, I perceived, his grace would fain have done,) 
The ieverals, and unhidden passases. 
Of his true titles to some certain dukedoms. 
And, generally, to the crown of France, 
Derived from Edward, his ffreat grandfather, 

Efy. What was the impediment that broke this oQ'^ 
Can, The Fiench eronassador, upon that instant. 
Craved audience : and the hour, i think, is come. 
To give him hearing : Is it four o'clock ? 
Efy. It is. 

Can. Then go we in, to know his embassy* 
Jp(y. VU wait up<m you^ and I long to hear it. 
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8CENB11. 



The Audience Chamber. 

Flowrislt of Drums and Trumpets. 

King Henry discovered on his Throne. 

6losteb^ Bedford, Exeter. Westmouland, Cms^ 
BRIDGE, Scroop, Gbey, Herald^ &c. aaending^ 

K. Hen. Where is my gracioas lord of CaateiiHny ? 

Bed. Not here in presence. 

K. Hen* Send for him, good brother. 

[£rt^ a Hbbaib. 

West. Shall we call in the embassador, my liege ^ 

K, Hen, Not yet;, my cousin : we would be resolftfl 
Before we hear him, of some things of weight* 
That task our thoughts, concerning us and France* 

Enter Hebald, with the Abchbishop qf Camtbbbuet 

and the Bishop ofEhY. 

Can. Heav'n and his angels guard your sacred 
throne. 
And make you long become it ! 

K, Hen. Sure we thank you. 
My learned lord, we pray you to proceed ; 
And justly, and religiously unfold. 
Why the law Salique, that they have in France, 
Or should, or should not, bar us in our claim. 
And heav'n forbid, my dear and faithful lord^ 
That you should fashion, wrest, or bow your readipg; 
Or nicely charge your understanding soul 
With opening titles miscFeate^ whose right 
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SuitB not in native colours with the truth ; 

For Heaven doth know, how maoy, now" in health. 

Shall drop their blood in approbation 

Of what your reverence^ shall incite us to : 

Therefore take heed how you impawn our person. 

How you awake the sleeping sword of war; 

We charge you in the ntoie of Heaven take heed«— 

Under this conjuration, speak, iny lord. 

Con. Then hear me, gracious sovereign :— - 
There is no bar 

To make asainst your hiffhuess* claim to France, 
But this, which they produce from Fharamond ; 
w No woman shall succeed in Salique land : " 
Which &dique land the French unjustly glose 
To be the realm of France and Pharamond, 
The founder of thiii law and female bar. 
Yet their own authors faithfully affirm, 
That\he land Salique lies in (^ermany. 
Between the floods of Sala and of Elbe: 
Kor did the French possess the Salique land 
Until four hundred one and twenty years 
After defunction of king Pharamond, 
Idly supposed the founder of this law : 
Besides, their writers say. 
King Fepin, who deposed Cbilderick, 
Did hold in right and title of the female : 
80 do the kiogs of France unto this day : 
Howbeit they would hold up this Salique law. 
To bar your highness claiming from the female. 

IT. jEfoL May I, with right and conscience, make 
this claim ? 

Can. The sin upon my head, dread sovereign I 
For in the book of Numbers it is writ,-^ 
When the son dies, let the inheritance 
Descend onto the daughter. 

Ese, Gracious lord. 
Stand for your own; unwind your bloody flag; 
took back unto your mighty ancestors ; ' 

B 
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Go^ my dread lord, to your great grtndsire's tomb, 
»om whom you claim ; invoke hii warlike spirit^ 
And your great imcle's, Edward the Black Ptmce: 
Who on the French ground play'd a tragedy^ 
Making defeat on the full power of France ; 
While his most mighty father on a hill 
Stood smiling, to behold his lion whelp 
Fora^ in blood of French -nobility. 

Ghsu O noble English, that could eatertain. 
With half their forces, the full pride of France, 
And let another half stand laughing by. 
All out of work, and cold for action ! 

West. Awake remembrance of these Taliant dead^ 
And with your puissant arm retiew their fents; 
You are their heir ; you sit upon their throne ; 
The blood and courage that renowned them. 
Runs in your veins; and my thrice puissant liege 
Is in the very May^mom tA his youth. 
Ripe for exploits and mighty enterprises. 

Bed, Your brother kings and monarchs of the eartk 
Do all expect that you should rouse yourself; 
As did the former lions of your blood, 

Exe. They know your grace hath cause, and meam^ 
and might ; 
So hath your highness; never king of England 
Had nobles richer;" and more loyal subjects ; 
Whose hearts have left their bodies here in England^ 
And lie pavilion'd in the field of France ; 
O, let their bodies follow, my dear liege. 
With blood and sword and fire to win you£ rights 

C^n. In aid whereof^ we of the spiritual' 
Will raise your highness such a mighty sum. 
As never did the clergy at one time 
Bring in to any of your ancestors. 

K. Hen. We must not only arm to invade the 
French, 
But hy down our piopoTt\oi;y^ V> ^a^ti^ 
Against the iJCQt : 
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For you shall read« that my great gtandiather 
Never went with his forces into France^ 
Bot that the Scot on his unfuroished kingdom 
Ckme pourings like the tide into a breach ; 
That England, being empty of defence^ 
Hath shook and trembled at the ill neighbourhood. 
Exe. She hath been then more feared than ImrmM, 
mv liege; 
For hear her but exampled by herself.-^* 
When all her chivalry hath been in France, 
And she a mourning widow of her nobles^ 
She hath herself not only well defended^ 
But taken, and impounded as a stray. 
The king of Scots ; whom she did send to France, 
To fill king EUiward's fame with prisoner kings ; 
And make her chronicle as rich with praise. 
As is the ooze and bottom of the sea 
With sunken wreck, and sumless treasuries. 

Can, Therefore, to France, my liege. 
Divide your happy England into four : 
Whereof takerypu one quarter into France, 
And yoQ withal shall make all Gallia shake. 
If we, with thrice such power left at home. 
Cannot defend our own door from the dog» 
Let us be worried, and our nation lose 
The name of hardiness and policy. 

K, Heru Call in the messengers sent from the Bat^ 
phin. [Exii a Heuaim. 

Now are we resolved ; and, by Heaven's help» 
And yours, the noble sinews of our power, 
France being ours, weMi bend it to our awe^ 
Or break it all to pieces. 

Flourish* 

Enter Heeaij>, tviih the Constable of France^ 
MoNTJOT, and two French Lords. 

AiofF are we well prepared to know iVv^ ^\e^vax^ 
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Of our ikir cousin Dauphin ; for, we hear. 
Your greeting is from hinii not from the king* 

Cona, May it please your majesty' to gire ns leaTt 
Freely to render what we haTe in charge ; 
Or shall we sparingly show yon far oft 
The Dauphin's meaning, and our embassy { 

K. Hen. We are no tyrant, but a christian kiog; 
Therefore, with frank and with uncnrbed plainnesi^ 
Tell OS the Dauphin's mind. 

CoMt. Thus then, in few : 
Your highness, lately sending into France, 
Did claim some certain dukedoms, in the rig^ 
Of your great predecessor, king Edward the ThinL 
In answer of which claim, the prince our master • 
Saysr— that yon savour too much of your yooth; 
And bids you be advised, there's nought'in Fraac^ 
That can be with a nimble aalliard won ; 
You cannot revel into dukedoms there 
He therefore sends you, meeter for yonr spirit^ 
A tun of treasure : and, in lieu of this. 
Desires you, let the dukedoms that you daim 
Hear no more of you. This the Dauphin speaks. 

K, Hen. What treasure, uncle ? 

Exe. Tennis-balls, my liege. 

K. Hen, We're glad the Dauphin is so pleaaant 
with us. 

His present, and your pains; we thank you for: 
When we have matched our rackets to these balls. 
We willy in France, by Heaven's grace, play a set» 
Shall strike his father's crown into the hazard. 
And we understand him well. 
How he comes o'er us with our wilder daya^ 
Not measuring what use we made of them. 
We never valued this poor seat of England : 
But tell the Dauphin, I will keep my state. 
Be like a king, and show my sail of greatness. 
When I do rouse me in m\ xlatotie ot'!^tw\cfc\ 
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For I will riae there with so (u\\ a glory. 

That I yf\\\ dazzle all the eyes of France, 

Yea» -Strike the Dauphia bliod to look on !»» 

But this lies all within the will of Hea?eB, 

To whom I do appeal ; and in whose nanMV 

Tall yon the Diauphin» I am coming on. 

To venge me as I may, and to pnt forth 

My rightfal hand in a weli*hallowed canser— 

So, get you hence in peace,-— and tell the Danphin, 

Hit jest will sayonr hot of shallow wit^ 

Whoi thoosands weep mom than did laugh at it.^^* 

Convey tham.with safe conduct.— Fare yon welL 

[Ertmi H£aAij>, Comstabli, Moirrjoir, mnd 
tkeiwo Loans. 

Mm* Thta was a merry message. 

K. Hen. We hope to make the sender blush at it. 
Therefore, my loi^ omit no happy hour. 
That may give furtherance to our expedition - 
For we have now no thought in us» but France ; 
Save those to Heaven, Ibat run before our business. 
Therefore let oar proportion for these wars 
Be soon oollected ; and all chinos thought upon 
That may, with reasonable swiftness, add 
More feathers to oor wings; for. Heaven before. 
We'll chide this Dauphin at his father's door. 
[Flourish o/Jhunu and Trumpets,] 

[Ex€wU» 



SCENB llf. 

Bc/crc the Boat^i Head Tavern, in Eastcht^p. 
Enier Ntm and Babdolph. 

Bard Well met, corporal "Nym. 
i\>w. <?oo(i-inorrow, lieuteuant ^w^^\\^v 

B 2 
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Bard, What^ are ancient Pistol and yoa fnendi 

yet? 

Nym, For my part, I care oots I say littk; bat 
when time shall senre, there shall be smileat— Bil 
that shall be as it may. I dare not fight;- bat I wilt 
wink, and hold out mine iron. It is a simple oos$ 
but what though ? it will toast cheese ; and it w9 
endure cold as another man's sword will ; and therA 
the humour of it. 

Bard, I will bestow a breakfast, to make yon 
friends : and we'll be all three swom brothen Is 
France. Let it be so, good corporal Nym* 

Nym. 'Faith, I will liye so long as I may, that's the 
certain of it; and when I cannot live any longer, I 
will do as I may ; that is my rest, that is the readei- 
Tous of it 

Bard. It is certain, corporal, that he is married to 
Nell Quickly ; and certainly* she did yo« wrong : for 
you were troth-plight to her. 

Ifym, 1 cannot tell; things must be as they may; 
men may sleep : and they may have their throats 
about them at that time ; and some say, kniyes hai« 
edges. It must be as it may ; though patience be a 
tired mare, yet she will plod. There moat be con* 
elusions. Well, I cannot tell. 

Enier Pistol and Mas CtmcKLY from the Tavern. 

Bard. Here comes ancient Pistol, and his wife :— 
Good corporal, be patient here.-*How now, mine 
host, Pistol ? 

Vi8t. Base tike, call'st thou me — host ? Now, by 
this hand I swear, I scorn the term; nor shall my 
Nell keep lodgers. 

Shiick. O welladay, lady, if he be not drawn now * 
We shall have wilful adultery and murder committed. 

Bard. Good ancient, good corporal, offer nothing 
here. 

J^ym. Pish I 

1^ 
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- Pisi. Pish for thee, Iceland dog ! thou prick-ear'd 
cor of Iceland ! 

filrtdb. Good corporal Nym* show the valoar of a 
nan* and put up thy sword. 

i^^. Will yoa shog off ? I would have you solui, 
' Put. Sobm, egf^ious dog ! O viper vile ! 
The 9obu, in thy most marvelloas face; 
The iolut in thy teeth, and in thy throaty 
I do retort the ufiua in thy bowels. 

i^^ifi. I am not Barbason ; jroa cannot conjure me. 
I have a hnmoor to knock you indifferently well; 
if you grow foul with me. Pistol, I will scour yoa 
with my rapier, as I may, in fair terms >-and ttnt-s 
the humour of it. 

Pf«r. O, braggard vile, and damned furious wightl 
. O hound of Crete, tbiok'st thou my spouse to get ? 
) have, and I will hold, the quondam Quickjy 
For the only she ; and— pau^ there's enough. 

Enter Boy, Jrom the Tavern. 

Beg* Mine host;. Pistol, you must come to my mas- 

ter/-^«nd yoa, hostess ; — ^he is very sick, and would 

'to bed. Good Bardolph, put thy nose between his 

sheets and do the office of a wanning«*pan ^— .'Faith 

he*8 very ill. 

Bard^ Aifi'ay, yoo rogue. 

itidck. By my troth, he'll yield the crow a pudding 
one of these days ; the king has kill'd his heart—. 
Good husband, come home presently. 

USxemii Mas Quickly omit Bor into the Tavern. 

Bard. Come, shall I make you two friends ? We 
mnst to France together. Why, the devil, should we 
keep knives to cut one anothers throats ? 

PiM. Let floods o'erswell, and fiends for food howl 

Nym. You'll pay me the eight shillings I won of 
you at betting ? 

Piit, Base is the slave that pay«. 
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A^M. Thai now I will ha▼«^«-thatf8 the hanrav 
of it. 

PitL As manhood shall compoand : push hooMi 

Bard. By this sword, he that makes tae 6nt UmH ' 
I'll kill him : by this swordl will. 

Pisi. Sword is an oath, and oaths mi»t hate their 
course. 

Bard. Corporal Nym» an thoa wilt be frieodi^ be 
friends : an thou wilt not^ why then be eneaies with 
me toa Pr^ythee, pot op. 

Pist. A noble sfaalt thou haye» and preaeni pay: 
And liquor likewise will I give to thee; 
For I shall sutler be 
Unto the camp, and profits will accrue. 
Give me thy hand. 

Ny9u I shall have my noble. 

Pist. In cash most josily paid. 

Nym. Well then, that's the humoar of it. 

Enter Mas Quickly ^roiM ^ Tacem. 

Quick. As ever you came of women« come m 
quickly to Sir John : Ah, poor heart 1 he is so ghaksd 
of a burning quotidian tertian, that it is most laments^ 
ble to behold. Sweet men, come to him* 

[Exit Mrs Quickly into the Tiwenu 

Nynti The king hath run bad humours on the 
knight ; that's the even of it. 

Pist. Nym, thou hast spoke the right $ his heart \$ 
fracted and corroborate. ^ 

Nym. The king is a good king ; but it must be as 
it may ; he passes some humours and careers. 

Piat. Let us condole the knight; for, laSnbkins, we 
will live. [Excwu inio the Tavern. 
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ACT THE SECOND. 



SCSNB I. 



Southampion Harbour* 



£nl€r ExETEBf Gloster, Bedforb, and Westicore* 

LAND. 

Glo9t. 'Fore Heaven^ his grace it bold to tnisC 

these traitors. 
Bate, They shall be apprehended by and bye. 
West. How smooth and even they do bear them^- 
selves. 
As if allegiance in their bosoms sat. 
Crowned with faith and constant loyalty ! 

Bed. The king hath note of all that they intend. 
By interception which they dream not of. 

£ce. Nay, but the man that was his bedfellow. 
Whom he hath cloy'd and graced with princely fa- 
vours,— 
That he should, for a foreign purse, so sell 
Hii sovereign's life to death and treachery i 

Flourish of Drums and Trumpets. 

Bnier King Hbnrt, Cambridge, Scroop, Gret^ 
Lords, Heralds, and Guards. 

K. Hen. Now sits the wind fair, and we will 
aboard. 
My lord of Cambridge, and my kind lord of Masham, 
And you, my gentle knight, give me your thoughts ; 
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Think you iiot» that the powers we bear with a 
Will cut their passage through the force of Fra 

Scroop. No doubt, my U^ge» if each man < 
best 

K. Hen. I doubt not that ; since we are wd 
suaded. 
We carry not a heart with us from hence. 
That grows not in a fiarir cottsent with ours ; 
Nor leave not one behind, that doth not wish 
Success and conquest to a:ttend on ua. 

Cam. Never was monarch better fear'd and 
Than is your majesty ; there's not a subject^ 
That sits in heart^grief and uneasiness 
Under the sweet shade of your gdvemment. 

Gret/, Even those, that were your father's en^ 
Have steep'd their galls in honey, and do senw 
With hearts create of duty and of zeal« 

K. Hen. We therefore have great caaae of i 
fulness; 
And shall forget the office of our band. 
Sooner than quittance of desert and merits 
According to the weight of worthiness.-^ 
Uncle of Exeter, 

Enlarge the man, committed yesterday. 
That rail'd against our person ; we consider^ 
It was excess of wine that set him on ; 
And, on his more advice, we pardon him* 

Scroop. That's merc}^ but too much security 
Let him be punish*d, sovereign ; lest that exan 
Breed, by his sufferance more of such a kind, 

K. Hen. O, let us yet be merciful. 

Cam. So may your highness, and yet poaiafa 

Gny. You show great mercy, if you give hi 
After the taste of much correction. 

K. Hen. We'll yet enlarge that man ; 
Though Cambridge, Scroop^ and Grey,— in the 
care. 
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Aad tender preKrvation of our person^-* 

\yould have him puniih'd. Now to oar Frenek 

causes: 
iVho are the Jate coiiiiiii»ioiier8 ? 

OuK. 1 one, my lord; 
Your bigbitfis hade me ask for it to-daj. 

Scroop. So did you me, my liege. 

Grey, And I, my royal lovereign. 

K. Hem^ Then^ Richard, £ari of Cambridge, tber^ 
is yoa»; 
There yours, kxd Scroop of Masham ;«^-4Uid, air 

knight 
Grey of Korthnroberland, this same is yours :— . 
Read them ; and know, I know your worthiness.-^ 
My lord of Westmoreland, and uncle £x«fer, 
IVe will aboard to-night.— Why, how now, geotlew 

men? 
What see you in those papeKf, that you iose 
So much complexion i Look ye, how they change I 
Their cheeks are paper I Why, what read you there. 
That hath so cowarded and chased your blood 
Ont of appearance ^ 

Cam, I confess my fault ; 
And do submit me to your highness^ mercy. 

Grty. Scroop^ To which we all appeal. 

IC Hm, The mercy, that was quick in as but iaifee» 
By your own counsel is suppressed and kill'd x 
You must net dare, for shame, to talk of mercy. 
S)ee you, my princes, and my noble peers, 
Theae EngJMih OMnsters! My liord Cambridge^*^ 
Yon know, how apt our love was, to accord 
To furnish him with all appertinents 
Belonging to his honour; and this man 
Hath, for a few light crowns^ lightly conspired. 
And sworn unto the practices of France, 
'fo kill us here in Hampton : — To the which. 
This knight-— no less for bounty bound to us 
Than Cambridge is;-«-hath likewise swonL-ip-ButOt 
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What shall I say to thee, Lord Scroop ? thou ome^ 

Ingratefal^ savage, and inhuman creature ! 

ThoUy that didst bear the key of all my coanidsi 

That knew'st the very bottom of my soal. 

That almost might'st have coin*d me into goM^^ 

Wouldst thou have practised on me for thy me ? 

May it be possible, that foreign hire 

Could oat of thee extract one spark of evi]» 

That might annoy my finger ? 'Tis to strange^ 

That, though the truth of it stands off as groM 

As black from white, my eye will scarcdy see Hr 

If that same demon, that hath guli'd thee thn^. 

Should with his lion gait walk the whole worMi 

He might return to vasty Tartar back. 

And tell the legions,-— I can never win 

A soul so easy as that £ogli8hman's.r— 

Their faults are open : 

Arrest them to the answer of the law ; 

And Heaven acquit them of their practices 1 

Exe. I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of 
Richard Earl of Cambridge. 

I arrest thee of high treason, •by the name of Henry 
Lord Scroop of Masbam. 

I arrest thee of hish treason, by the name of Tho- 
mas Grey, knight, 6? Northumberland. 

Scroop, Our purposes Heaven justly hath discovered; 
And I repent my fault, more than my death ; 
Which I beseech your highness to forgive. 
Although my body pay the price of it. 

(kmi. For me, the gold of France did not seduce ; 
Although I did admit it as a motive. 
The sooner to effect what 1 intended : 
But Heaven be thanked for prevention ! 
Which I in sufierance heartily will rejoice. 
Beseeching Heaven, and you, to pardon me. 

Grey. Never did faithful subject more rgoice 
At the discovery of most dangerous treason. 
Than I do at this hour joy o'er myself. 
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Prevented firom a damned enterprise : 
My iaulty b«k not my body, pardon, soyereign. 
^ K. Hen* You^haye conspired against our royal per* 

son; 
Join'd with an enemy proclaimed, and from his cofifers 
Received the golden earnest of our death ; 
Wherein yon would have sold your king to slaoghtei^ 
His princes and his peers to servitude. 
His subjects to oppression and contempt^ 
And his whole kingdom unto desolation.— 
Touching our penon, seek we no reyenge ; 
Bat we our kingdom's safety must so tender. 
Whose ruin you three sought, that to her laws 
We do deliver you. Go therefore hence. 
Poor miserable wretches, to your death ; 
The taste whereof, Heav'n, ot his mercy, give 
Yon patience to endure ; and true repentance 
Of all your dear offences !— Bear them hence.— 

l&^euM GaET« ScBoop, and Cambsidge, guarded. 
Now, lords, for France i the enterprise whereof 
Shall be to you, as us, like glorious. 
Then, forth, dear countrymen. 
Patting it straight in expedition ; 
Cheeriy to sea ; the signs of war advance ; 
ffo SLing of England, if not King of France. 



SCENE lU 



iBtfore the Boar*$ Head Tavern, in EasCcheafK 

£nier Nth, Pistol, Mas Quickly, Bardolpb, and 

Boy, from the Tavern* 

/ 

Suick. 'Pr'y thee, honey-sweet husband, let me brin^ 
thee to JStaines. 

C 
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PisL No ; for my manly heart doth yeani,p^ 
Bardolph, be blitoe;— Nym* jnMue thy Tanntng 

veins;— .- 
Boy, bristle thy courage ap ;— for Falstaff be is deal 
And we mutt yearn theraibre. 

Bard, 'Would I were with him. fvhefeaoDieVv he 
is, either in lieaven, or in hell ! 

Quick. Nay, sure, he's not in bcll; he^a in Afw 
thur's bosom, if ever man went to Arthur^ji boMNB. 
'A made a finer end, and went away, an it had bna 
any christom child; 'a parted even juat bftwocD 
twelve and one, e'en at turning o' the tide: for aAsr 
I saw him famble with the sbeeta, and play svilh 
flowers, and smile upon his finger^ ^ndi^ 1 kaair 
there was but one way ; for his nose was as Ibai^ v 
a pen. liow now. Sir John? quoth I: whaU Wfai 
be of good cheer. So 'a cried out,«-^Heavei^ baaf eiv 
heaven, three or four times. Now I, to comfort hifli 
bid him, 'a should not think of heaven; J boped, 
there was no need to trouble himself fvjtb any socb 
thoughts yet : So 'a bade me lay mor^ clothes oa hii 
feet: I put my hand into the bed, and felt theiOi 
and they were as cold as any stone ; then I felt to 
his knees, and so upward, and upward, aad all was 
as cold as any stone. 

JV^. They say, he cried out of sack. 

Quick, Ay, that 'a did. 

Bard. And of women. 

Quick. Nay, that 'a did not. 

Boy, Yes, that 'a did ; and said, they were devils 
incarnate. 

Quick, *A could never abide carnation; 'twas a co- 
lour he never liked. 

Boy, 'A said once, the devil would have bim about 
women. 

Quick, 'A did in some sort, indeed, handle women: 
but then he was rheumatic, and talked of the whore 
of Babylon. 

I 
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JBqy. Do yoQ not remember 'a saw a ilea stick up- 

i Bfeurd<Hph'8 noie; and 'a aaidj it was a black soul 
bamiog in hell-fire i 

Bard. Well, the fuel is gone that maintained that 
fire : that's all the riches I got in his service. 

i^^wi. Shall we shc^ off? The king will be gone 
from Southampton. 

Pisi. Come, let's away.— My lo?e, give me thy 
lips. 
Look to my chattels, and my moveables : 
Go, clear thy crystals. — ^Yoke-fellows in arms. 
Let vm to France ! like horse-leeches, my boys. 
To 8nck» to sock, the very blood to suck t 

Boym And that is but unwholesome food, they say. 

Piti. Touch her soft mouth, and march. 

Bard^ Farewell, hostess. \Kisses her, 

l^im. I cannot kiss; that's the humour of it ; but 
idien. 

PUim Let housewifery appear; keep close, I thee 
command. 

9mckm Farewell; adieu. 

iExewa Nym, Barmlph, and Pistoi,— him} Mas 
Quickly, into ike tavern^ 

Bog. As young as I am, I have observed these 
three* swashers. For Bardolphr^he is white-livered 
and red-foced ; by the means whereof, 'a faces it out, 
but fights not. For Pistol, — he hath a killine tongue, 
and a quiet sword ; by the means whereof, ^ breaks 
words, and keeps whole weapons. For Nym, — he 
hath heard, that men of few words are the best men ; 
and therefore he scorns to say his prayers, lest 'a 
■hould be thought a coward ; but his few bad words 
are matched with as few good deeds; for 'a never 
broke any man's head but his own; and that was 
against a post, when he was drunk. They will steal 
any thing, and call it — ^purchase. They would have 
me as fiimiliar with men's pockets, as their gloves or 
tlieir handkerchiefs ; which makes much against my 
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manhood, if I should take from another's pocket to 
put into mine ; for it is plain pocketing op of wrangL 
I must leave them, and seek some better serrioe: 
their villainy goes against my weak stomach, aad 
therefore I must cast it up. [£nib 



SCKMl HI. 



The Paiace tfiht Kin6 of FaAMCiC 

HourUk qfDrunu and Trumptti. 

Xnter the King q/*France, the Dauphin, the Duke qf 
Burgundy, the Constable qf FaANCB, Boubbon, 
LoED9, arid Guards. 

Jr. King. Thus come the English with fiili poirer 
upon us; 
And more than carefully it us concernai, 
To answer royally in our defences : 
Therefore the Dukes of Berry, and of Br^tagne^ 
Of Brabant, and of Orleans, shall make forth^— 
And you, F^ince Dauphin^— with all swift dispatciv 
To line, and new repair, our towns of war. 
With men of courage, and with means defendant g 
For England his approaches makes as fierce. 
As waters to the sucking of a gulf« 
It fits us then to be as provident 
As fear may teach us, out of late examples 
Left by the fatal and neglected English, 
Upon our fields. 

Dau. My most redoubted father, 
\ It is most meet we arm us 'gainst the foe ; 
For peace itself should not so dull a kingdonii, 
(Though war, nor no known qiiarrel# were in question^ 
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Bat that defences, masters preparations. 
Should be maintaiii'd, assembled, and collectecl. 
As were a war in expectation. 
Therefore. I say, 'tis meet we all go forth. 
To view the side and feeble parts of France : 
But let us do it with no show of fear; 
No, with no more, than if we heard that England 
Were busied with a Whitsun morris-dance: 
For, my good liege, she is so idly king'd. 
Her sceptre so fitntastically borne 
By a vain, giddy, shallow, humorous youth. 
That fear attends her not. 

Const, O peace. Prince Dauphin ! 
You are too much mistaken in this king ; 
And you shall find, his vanities fore-spent 
Were but the outside of the Roman Brutus, 
Covering discretion with a coat of fblly. 
' Doiu Well, 'tis not so, my lord high constable ; 
But, though we think it so, it is no matter: 
In cases of defence, 'tis best to weigh 
The enemy more mighty than he seems; 
So^ the proportions of defence are fill'd. 

Fr. King. Think we king Harry strong; 
And, princes, look you strongly arm to meet him. 
The kindred of him hath been flesh'd upon us ; 
And he is bred out of that bloody strain^ 
That haunted us in our familiar paths : 
Witness oor too much memorable shame. 
When Cressy battle fauUy was struck. 
And all our princes captived, by the hand 
Of that black name, Edward, black prince of Walea; 
Whiles that his mountain sire/— on nwuntain standi 

ing, 
Up in the air, crowned with the golden sun,— 
Saw his heroical seed, and smiled to see him 
Mangle the work of nature, and deface 
The patterns that by Heaven, and by French fathers* 
Had twenty years been made. This is a stem 

c2 
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or that victorious stock; and let us fear 
The native mightiness and fiite of him. 

Ettiar Montjot. 

Mont* Embassadors from Henry king of Englinl 
Do crave admittance to yonr miyesty. 

Fr. Kme. We'Jl give them present audience. Gc^ 

ana bring them« [Exii Moamar, 

You see, this chace is hotly follow'd» friends* 

Dau, Turn head, and stop pursnit; finr oowud 

dogs 

Must spend their mouths^ when what they seem to 

threaten. 
Runs far before them. Good my sovereign. 
Take up the English short ; and let them know 
Of what a monarchy you are the head a 
Self-love, my liege, is not so vile a sin^ 
As self-neglecting. 

JEnter Montjot, Exeter, and ivod Engusb Loansri 

Fr. King. From our brother England ? 

Exe. From him; and thus he greets yonr majesty^ 
He wills you, in the awful name of Heav'n^ 
That you divest yourself, and lay apart^ 
The borrowed glories, that. 
By law of nature, and of nations 'long 
To him, and to his heirs; namely, the crown> 
And all wide-stretched honours that pertain. 
By custom and the ordinance of times. 
Unto the crown of France. That you may know, 
*Tis no sinister, nor no awkward claim, 
Pick'd from the worm-holes of long-vanish'd days. 
Nor from the dust of old oblivion raked, 

[Presents a pedigree* 
He sends you this most memorable line : 
Willing you overlook his pedigree: 
And, when you Hnd him evenly derived 
i'Vom his most famed of famous ancesterti, 
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£dward the Thf rd, he bids yoa then retin 
Yoar crown and kingdom, indirectly held 
From him the native and troe challenger. 

JFV. King* Or else what follows ? 

Exe, Bloody constraint; for if you hide the crowH 
£*en in jroar hearts, there will he rake for it: 
And therefore in fierce tempest is he coming. 
In thunderi and in earthquake, like a Jove; 
That, if requiring fail, he may compel :— • 
This is his claim, his threatening, and my message} 
Unless the Dauphin be in presence here. 
To whom expressly I bring greeting to. 

Fr, King, For U8» we will consider of this further; 
To-morrow shall you bear our full intent 
Back to our brother England. 

Dau. For the Dauphin, 
I stand here for him. — ^What to him from England ? 

Exe. Scorn and defiance ; slight regard, contempt. 
And any thing that may not misbecome 
The mighty sender, doth he prize you at : 
Thus says my king :^-and, if your father'sHiighness 
Do not, in grant of all demands at large. 
Sweeten the bitter mock you sent his majesty. 
He'll call you to so hot an answer for it. 
That caves and womby vaultages of France 
Shall chide your trespass, and return your mock. 
In second accent of his ordinance, 

Dau, Say, if my father render fair reply. 
It is against my will ; for I desire 
Nothing but odds with England ; to that end. 
As matching. to his youth and vanity, 
I did present him with those Paris balls. 

Exe. He'll make your Paris Louvre shake for it: 
And, be assured, you'll find a difierence 
Between the promise of his greener daysi, 
And these he masters now : — now, he weighs time 
E'en to the utmost grain ;-«which you shall read 
In yoar own loam, if b^ stay m 'Bcwqlq^v 
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JFV. jfiTiVtf. To-morrow yoli sbiill know our mind it 

full. 
Exe. Dispatch lu with all speed, Ust thai oar kiii| 
Come here himself to question oar delay ; 
For he is fbot^ in this land already. 

Fr. King. You shall be soon dispatch'd^ with ftir 
GonditiODS : 
A night 18 but small breeth» and little pause* 
To answer matters of this consequence* 

[Flotarish ofdrumn and tnm^u Emm0€ 



ACT THE THIRD; 

SCENE I. 

Before the Gates qf Hdrfkur, 

Shauls^^AlarumS'^Cannorh 

EnierKiKG Henrt, Exeteb^Glostes, Bbofobb^ Wbs¥» 

MOEBLAND, GOWBB, LoRDS, CaPTA1N« Ond SoU>IEBi. 

K, Hen. Once more unto the breach, dear fttendy 
once more; 
€)r close the wall up with our English dead ! 
Beat in the rondure of their rampared walls. 
Or tear the lions out of England s coat ! 

[S^uts-^CIiarge — Carmont-^ExeunL 



Enier Bot, Pistoi, Nvm, and Baroolph. 

Bard, On, on, on, on, on ! to the breach I to Iht 
breach 2 
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JM^* 'Pray thee, lieQlenant^ stay : the knocks are 
too hot ; and, for mine own part, I have not a case of 
Uvea : The humour of it is too hot, that is the vety 
plain song of it. 

PiiU The plain song if most just; for humours do 
abound; 
Knocks go and come ; Hearenk vassals drop and die ; 
And aword and shield. 
In bloody fields 
IX>th win immortal fame^ 

Boy. 'Would I were in an ale-house in London! I 
would give all my fame for a pot of ale and safety. 

Enter VhviuxH. 

Flu. Up to the preach, yon dogs! Avatint> you 
cnllions ! [Drives them all off. 

Enter GowEXu ' 

Gow. Captain Fluellen, you must come presently 
to the mines ; the Duke of Gloster would speak with 
you. 

Flu. To the mines! Tell you the duke, it is not so 
good to come to the mines ; tor, look you, the mines is 
not according to the disciplines of the war ; the con* 
cavities of it is not sufficient ; for, look 3'ou, th' ath- 
▼ersary (you may discuss unto the duke, look you,) 
k digt lumself four yards under the countermines : 
X-think 'a will plow up all, if there is not petter di« 
rections. 

[A parky sounded,"} 

Gow. The town sounds a parley. 

[Flowriafi tfdrunu and trw)q>ets,] 

JBntcr King Henrt, tnth Exeter, Gloster, Bedforb^ 
Westmoreland, and his Train, 

The Governor and Citizens enter on the WaUs* 

K. Hen. How yet resolves the governor of th^ 
town? 
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Tbb IB the latest parle we will admit ! 

Therefore, to our best mercy give yoniselTes ; 

Or, like to men proud of destructioD, 

Defy us to our worst: as I am a soldier, 

(A name, that, in my thoughts, bacomes me best^) 

If I begin the battery once again, 

I will not leave the half-achieved Harikur, 

Till in her ashes she lie buried. 

What say you ? Will you yield, and this avoid ? 

Gov. Our expectation hath this day an end': 
The Dauphin, whom of succour we entreated, I 

Returns us, — ^that his powers are not yet ready | 

To raise so great a siege. Therefore, dread kin^^ 
We yield our town, and lives, to thy soft mercy; 
Enter our gates ; dispose of us and ours ; 
Por we no longer are defensible. 

K. Hen, Open your gates^— 

LGovERNOR and Citizens leave the wiBk 
Come, uncle Exeter, 

Go you, and enter Harfleur; there remanoy 
And fortify it strongly 'gainst the French : 
Use mercy to them all. For us, dear nncle^i-* 
The winter coming on, and sickness growing 
Upon our soldiers,-^we'li retire to Calais. 
To-night in Harileur will we*be your guest; 
To-morrow, for the march are we addrest. . 

[The gates are cpened, the Govrrmor (md CixisiNS 
cofue Ota, and present thut keys^^^Fhttriekg 4v«— 
The King, 4pc. enter the town,] 
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The French Can^. 

Enter ike King qf France the P^vfuiw^ Burgunpt^ 
BouRBpN, //ic CpNSTiBX.^ of FftA^cg, l40&i>a» Cap- 
TAIN and SoLp^^ita. 

Fn iTti^. "Tk certain^ be inth poas'd Ihe riyer 

CoMf. And if iie be ««it fought wahal^ my lord. 
Let us not live in France ; let as quit all» 
And give dor vineyiMpds to a baibaroQs people. 

Dau, Mall a lew epnMfs of us— - 
The enpty i«g of our l^then^ laxury. 
Oar scions, put mi wild and aavage stoe%>«— 
Sprout up so suddenly jnto the clouds. 
And overlook' their grafters ? 

Const. Where liave they this mettle? 
Is not their cliBiate ^gy> raw, and dull f 
On whom, as in despite, ihe san looks pale^ 
Killing their fruit with frowns ? 
O, for the honour of our land, 
I«et us not hang like roping icicles 
Upon our houses' thatcn, whiles a more frosty people 
Sweat drops of gallant youth in our rich fields. 

Dau. By faith and honour 
Our madams mock iVt os ; 
They bid ud, — to the English dancing schools. 
And teach Lavoltas higb^ and swift Cpr^ntos; 
Saying, our grace is only in our heels. 
And ihat we are moet ij^y ninawavs. 

Fr. King. Where is Montjoy, the herald? Speed 
himlMaBoe; 
Let him greet England with puribftrp defi^ace«ff 
Up, princes; aad, witb apirit oC );ioitfMX ^\S9i^» 



Yet sharper than your swords, hie to the field; 
Bar Harry England, that sweeps through our land 
With pennons painted in the blood of Harfleur; 
Go down upon hini«— you have power enoaghi— 
And, in a captive chariot, into Koqeii 
Bring him our prisoner. 

Bur, This becomes the great. 
Sorry am I hb numbers are so few. 
His soldiers sick, and famish'd in their march ; 
For, I am sure, when he shall see our army. 
He'll drop his heart into the sink of fear. 
And, for achievement, ofifer us his ransom* 

Fr. King. Therefore, lord constable^ haste oa 
Montjoy ; 
And let him say to England, that we send 
To know what willing ransom he will giv^*-— 
Prince Dauphin, you shall stay with us in Booen* ' 

Dau, Not M^ 1 do beseech your majesty. j 

Fr. King, Be patient, for you shall reo&aiQ with 
us.— 
Now, forth, lord constable, and princes all ; 
And quickly bring us word of England's falL 

IFlomsh qfDrwm and Tnm^feU^—ExctM^ 
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The English Camp* 

Enter Gower and Fluellbk* 

Gow. How now, capt^n Fluellen? Came you from 
the bridge ? 

Flu. 1 assure you, there is very excellent serTiC^. 
committed at the pridge. 

-Gow. Is the duke of Exeter safe? 
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Flu* The duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as 
Agamemnon ; and a man that I love and honour with 
my soul, and my heart, and my duty, and my life»' 
and my livings, and my uttermost powers : — •He is 
not (Heaven be praised and plessed !) any hurt in the 
'odd.; but keeps the pridge most valiantly, with ex« 
cellent discipline., 7here is an ensign at the pridge* 
— I think, in my very conscience, he is as valiant as 
Mark Antony ; and he is a man of no estimation ia, 
the 'orld ; but I did see him do gallant service. 

Gow. What do you call him ? 

Flu, He is call'd — ^Ancient Pistol. 

Gow. I know him not. 

Enter Pistol. 

Flu, Here comes the man* 

Fist, Captain^ I thee beseech to do me favours : 
The duke of Exeter doth love thee well. 

Flu. Ay, I praise Heaven; and I have merited 
some love at his hands. * 

Fist. Bardolph, a soldier, firm and sound of hearty 
And^ buxom valour, liath^ — by cruel fate. 
And giddy ibrtune's furious fickle wheel. 
That goddess blind. 
That stands upon the rolling restless stone — 

Flu. By your patience, ancient Pistol : — Fortune is 
painted plind, with a muffler before her eyes, to sig- 
nify to you that Fortune is plind : And she is painted 
also with a wheel, to signify to you, which is the mo- 
ral of it;, that she is turning, and inconstant, and va- 
riation, and mutabilities ; and her foot, look you> is 
fixed upon a spherical stone, which rolls, and rolls, 
and rolls: — In good truth, the poet is make a most 
excellent description of Fortune : Fortune, look you, 
is an excellent moral. 

Fist. Fortune is Bardolph's foe, and frowns on him; 
For he hath stolen a pix, and hang'd must 'a be. 
A damned death i 
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Let gallows gape for dog, let man go free 5 
And let not Bardolph's vital thread be cut 
With eflge of penny-cord, and vile reproach : 
Speak, captain, for liis life, and I will thee reqaite. 

Flu, Ancient Pistol, I do partly understand your 
meaning. 

Tist. Why then, rejoice therefore. 

Flu, Certainly, Ancient, it is not a thing to rejoice 
at; for if, look you, he were my brother, I would- d& 
sire the duke to use his good pleasure, and put him to 
executions ; for disciplines ought to be used. 

Pist. Die and be damn'd \ and figo for thy fjriend- 
sbip! 

Flu, It is well. 

Fist. The fig of Spain ! [Exit Pisrou 

Flu. Very good. 

Gcmo. Why, this is an arrant counterfeit rascal; I 
remember him now ; a bawd, a cut-pursie. 

Flu. ril assure you, a utter'd as prave 'ords at the 
pridge, as you shall see in a summer's day : — But it 
is very well ; what he has spoke to me, that is welli 
I warrant you, when time is serve. 

G<yw. Why, His a gull, a fool, a rogue, that nov 
and then goes to the wars, to grace himself, at his re- 
turn to London, under the form of a soldier. But you 
must learn to know such slanders of the age, or else 
yon may be marvellously mistook. 

Flu, I tell you what, captain Gower: I do perceive, 
he is not the man that he would gladly make show to 
the 'orld he is : If I find a hole in his coat, I will tell 
him my mind.— [A distant marcL 

Hark you, the king is coming; and I must speak with 
him fi'om the pridge. 

[A March.'] 

Fnter Kmo Henry, iGLosTER, Bedford, Westmori^ 
LAND, Captain and Soldiers* 

Flu, Heaven pless your majesty I 
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K. Hen. How now» Fluellen? Camest thou from 
.he bridge? 

Flu. Ay> so please your majesty. The duke of 
Bxeter has Very gallantly maintained the pridge : the 
French is gone on, look you ; and there is gallant and 
most prave passages : Marry, tli' athversary was have 
possession of the pridge: but he is inforced to retire, 
ind ttie duke of Exeter is master of the pridge; I can 
tell your majesty, the duke is a prave man. 

K. Hen. What men have you lost, Fiuelien ? 

Flu. The perdition of th athversary hath been 
very great, very reasonable great :— Marry, for my 
part, I think the duke hath lost never a man, but one 
that is like to be executed for robbing a church ; one 
Bardolph. if your majesty know the man : his face is 
all bubukles, and whelks, and knobs, and .flames (»f 
fire; and his lips plows at his nose, and it is like a 
coal of Bre; sometimes plue, and sometimes red; but 
his nose is executed, and his fire is out. 

[Tucket soundti 

Enter Montjot and Attendants. 

K. Hau What shall I know of thee ? 

JIfoni, My master's mind. 

K. Hen. Unfold it. 

Monin Thus says my king:— Say thou to Harry 
'England, 
sAlthough we seemed dead, we did but sleep ; 
Tell him, we could at Harfleur have rebuked him ; 
Bot that we thought not good to bruise an injury 
Till it were ripe. Now speak we on our cue 
"With voice imperial : Ljiigland shall repent 
His folly, see his weakness, and admire 
Our sufferance : bid him therefore to consider. 
What must the ransom be, which must proportion 
The losses we have borne, the subjects we 
Have losty and the disgrace we have digested : 
First, for our loss, too poor is his exchequer^ 
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For the effusion of our blood, his army 
Too faint a number : and for our disgrace. 
Even his own person, kneeling at our feet, 
A weak and worthless satisfaction. 
To this defiance add : and, for conclusion. 
Tell him, he hath betray'd his followers. 
Whose condemnation is pronounced.— So far 
My king and master; and so much my office. 
Jl. Hen. Thou dost thy office fairly.— Tom thee 
back. 
And tell thy king, — I do not seek him now ; 
But could be willing to march on to Calais 
Without impeachment ; for, to isay the sooth, 
(Though 'tis no wisdom to confess so much 
Unto an enemy of crafl and vantage,) 
My people are with sickness much enfeebled ; 
My numbers lessened; and those few I have 
Almost no better than so many French ; 
Who, when they were in health, I tell thee, herald^ 
I thought upon one pair of English legs 
Did march three Frenchmen*— Yet, forgive me, 

Heaven, 
That I do brag thus ! this your air of France 
Hath blown that vice in me : I must repent.— 
Gq, therefore, tell thy master, here I am; 
My ransom, is this frail and worthless trunk ; 
My army, but a weak and sickly guard ; 
Yet Heaven before, tell him we will come oU, 
Though France himself, and such another neighbour, 
Stand ia our way. — ^There^s for thy labour, Montjoy. 
Gu, bid thy master well advise himself: 
IF we may pass, we will; if we be hindered. 
We shall your tawny ground with your red blood 
Discolour. — 

The sum of all our answer is but this ; 
We would not seek a battle, as we are ; ^ 
Nor, as we are, we say, we will not shun it : 
So tell your master. 
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Mont. I shall deliver so Thanks to yout high* 

ness. [Exit Montjot, with his Attendants. 
Glost. I hope they will not come upon us now. 
K, Hen, We are in Heaven's hand, brother, not in 
theirs. 
On to the bridge ; it now draws toward night :^ 
Beyond the river we'll encamp ourselves; 
And on to-morrow bid them march away. 

[March^ExewU^ 



«L 



ACT TllE P'ODRTH. 



SCENE I. 



t^NG Henry's Tent; 

^iNG Henry and Oloster discovered. 

It. Hen, Gloster, 'tis true, that we are in great 
danger ; 
The greater, thereforei should our courage be« 

Enter Bedford. 

Good morrow, brother Bedford.— 

There is some soul of goodness in things evil. 

Would men observingly distil it out; 

For our bad neighbour makes us early stirrers^ 

Which is both healthful and good husbandry. 

Enter Sir Thomas ErpiKgham. 
Wood morrow, old Sir Thomas ErpiDf^haia V 



"•Ik 
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A good soft pillow, for that good white head> 
Were better than a churlish turf of Franoe. 

Erp* Not so, my liege; this lodgiog likes me 
better; 
Since I may say,— now lie I like a kinff. 

K. Hen. Lend me thy cloak. Sir ^KHiia8.«»Ai- 
there both. 
Commend me to the princes in our camp ; 
Do my good-morrow to them ; and, anon. 
Desire them all to my pavilion. 
Giosi. We shall, my liege. 

[Examt Bedford and Glosrb. 
Erp. Shall I attend your grace ? 
K. Hen. No. my good knight: 
Go with my brothers to my lords of England, 
I and my bosum must debate awhile ; 
And then I wuuld no other company. 

Erp. The Lord in heayen bless thee, noble Harry! 

[J^ Erpimgham. 

K, Hen, God-a-mercy, old heart, thou speak'st 

cheerfully. [Mxit into his Teni, 



SCENE II. 

Another Part of the English Camf 

Enter King Henry and Pistol* 

Pist Qui vala? 
K. Hen, A friend. 

Pist. Discuss unto me : Art thou officer ? 
Or it thou base, common, and popular ? 
K' Hen. I am a gentleman of a company. 
Pi4. Trail'st thou the puissant pike ? 
K. Hen, Even so ; What are you ? 
Pist. As good a gentleman as the emperor. 
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K. Hen. Then 3^00 are a better than the king. 

Piu, The king's a bawcock, and a heart of gold; 
A lad of hie, an imp of fame ; 
Of parents good> of fist most valiant; 
I kiss his dirty shoe« and from my heart-strings 
I love the k>tely bully* What's thy name? 

K. Hen, Harry k Roy. 

Fist, [e Roy I a Cornish name: art thoo of Cor^ 
nish (^w? 

K. Hen. No, I am a Welshman. 

Pist, Know'st thou Fluellen ? 

K. Hen. Yes. 

Pitt. Tell ^im, I'll knock his leek about his pati;, 
UponlSt Davjr's day. 

. K, Hen. Do not you wear your dagger in your cap 
that day, lest he knock that about yours. 

Pirn. Art thou his friend ? 

Ju Hen. And his kinsman too. 

Pin. The jf;^ for thee then ! 
My name is Pistol cali'd. [Exk Pistol.* 

£ Hen* It sorts well with your fierceness. 

Enter Fluellen and Goweb. 

Grow. Captain Fluellen ! Captain Fluellen ! 

Fbu So; speak fewer. — It is the greatest admira- 
tion in the universal 'orid, when the true and ancient 
prerogatifes and laws of the wars is not kept : if you 
would take the piains but to examine the wars of 
Pdmpey the Great, you shall find, I warrant you, 
that there is no tiddle taddle, nor pibble pabble, in 
Fompey's camp : I warrant you, you shall find the 
<:eremonies of the wars, and the cares of it^ and the 
£orms of it, and the sobriety of it, and the modesty of 
it, to be otherwise. 

Geiw. Why, the enemy is loud ; you heard him all 
night. 

Pku If the enemy is an ass and a fool and a pra- 
ting coxcomb, is it meet, think you, that we should 
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also, look you, be an ass and a fool, and a prating 
coxcomb ? in your conscience now ? 

Gov), I will speak lower. 

Flu, I pray you, and beseech you, that you will. 

[ExcmU Gow£R and t^LUELUM. 

K. Hen. Though it appear a little out of fashion* 
There is much care and valour in tbia Welshman* 

Enter Williams and Batks. 

WilL Brother John Bates, is not that the momiDg 
which breaks yonder ? 

Bates, 1 think it be ; but we have no great cause to 
desire the approach of day. 

JVilL We see yonder the beginning of the dav; 
but, 1 think, we shall never see the end of lu — Wht 
goes there ? 

K, Hen. A friend. 

Will. Under what captain serve you ? 

K, Hen. Under Sir Thomas Erpingham. 

Will. A good old commander, and a most kind 
gentleman : I pray you, what thinks he of oai' 
estate ? 

K. Hen. Even as men wreck'd upon a sand, that 
look to be wash'd oli* the next tide. 

Bates. H(*. hath not told his thought to the king i 

K. Hen. No; nor it is not meet he should: for» 
though I speak it to you, I think the king is but a 
man, as I am : the violet smells to him, as it doth 
to me ; the element shows to him, as it doth to me : 
all his senses have but human conditions; therefore, 
when he sees reason of fears, as we do, his fears, oat 
of doubt, be of the same relish as oiirs are : Yet, in 
reason, no man should possess him with an appear- 
ance of fear ; lest he, by showing it, should dishearten 
his army. 

Bates. He may show what outward courage ha 
will ; but, I believe, as cold a night as 'tis, he could 
wish himself in the Thames up to the neck ; and m 



I would he were, and I by bim« at all adrentures, so 
ire were quit here 

K' Hen, By my troths I will speak my conscience 
of the king ; I think he would not wish himself any 
where but where he is. 

Bates. Then would he were here alone ! — so should 
he be sure to be ransomed, and many poor men's 
IjTes saved. 

K. Hen. I dare say, you love him not so ill, to wish 
him here alone; howsoever you speak this, to feel 
other men's minds : IVlethinks, I could not die any 
where so contented, as in the king's company; his 
cause being just, and his quarrel honourable. 

WiiL That's more than we know. 

Bates. Ay, and more than we should seek after ;- 
for we know enough, if we know we are the king's 
subjects ; if his cause be wning, our obedience to the 
king wipes the crime of it out ot us. 

WilL But if the cause be not gcN)d, the king himself 
hath a very heavy reckoning to make, when all those 
legs^ and arms, and heads, chopped off in a battle, 
shall join together at the latter day, and cry all— -We 
died at such a place ; some swearing ; some crying 
for a surgeon ; some upon their wives left poor behind 
them; some upon the debts they owe; some upon 
their children rawly left. I am ateard there are few 
die well that die in battle ; for how can they charita* 
hly dispose of any thing, when blood is their argu* 
luent ? Now, if these men do not die well, it will be a 
black matter for the king that led them to it ; whom 
to disobey were against all proportion of subjection* 

K. Hen, So, if a son, that i^i by his tather sent about 
merchandise, do sinfully miscarry upon the' sea, the 
imputation of his wickedness, by your rule, should be 
imposed upon his father, that sent him ; but this is 
not so s the king is not bound to answer the particu- 
lar endings of his soldiers, nbr the father of his son ; 
te they purpose not their deaths when they purpose 
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tbeir services. Every subject's duty is the king^i; 
but every subject's soul is his own : — therefore sbodki 
every soldier in the wars do, as every sick man in hti 
bed, wash every mote out of his conscience; and dy» 
ing so, death is to him advantage; or, not dying, tbe 
time was blessedly lost, wherein such preparation wai 
gained : and in him that escapes, it were not sin to 
think, that, making God so free an ofler, he let him 
outlive that day, to see his greatness, and to teach 
others how they should prepare. 

JVill, 'Tis certain, every man that dies ill, tbe ill 
is upon his own head ; the king is not to answer for it. 

Bates, I do not desire he should answer for me; 
and yet 1 determine to fight lustily fur him. 

K. Hen. I myself heard the king say, he woold not 
be ransomed. 

WilL Ay, he said so, to make us fight cheerfully; 
but when our throats are cut, he may be ransomed 
and we ne'er the wiser. 

K. Hen. If I live to see it, I will never trust bii 
word after. 

Will. That's a perilous' shot out of an elder-gun! 
i— You'll never trust his word after ! Come, 'tis a fooW 
ish saying. 

K,Hen. Your reproof is something too round; I 
should be angry with you, if the time were conve- 
nient 

Will. Let it be a quarrel between us, if you live. 

K. Hen, I embrace it. 

Will. How shall 1 know thee again ? 

K. Hen. Give me any gage of thine, and I will 
wear it in my bonnet ; then, if ever thou darest ac- 
knowledge it, i will make it my quarrel. 

IVilL Here's my glove; give me another of thiue. 

A'. Hen. There. 

WilL This will I also wear in my cap : If ever tboa 
come to me, and say, after to-morrow, " This is my 
glove," by this hand, I will take thee a box on theear« 
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K. Hen. If ever I live to see it, I will challenge it. 

WilL Thou darest as well be hang'd. 

JT. Hen, Well, 1 will do it, though I take thee iq 
ftlie king's company. 

IVill, Keep thy woni : fare thee well. 

Bates, Befriends, you English fools, be friends; we 
have French quarrels enow, if you could tell how to 
reckon. [Exeunt Williams and Bates. 

K. Hen* Upon the king ! let us our lives, our souls. 
Our sins lay on the kinc; — we must bear all. 

hard condition, twin bom with greatness ! 
What infinite heart's ease must kings neglect. 
That private men enjoy ! — and' what have kings. 
That privates have not too, save ceremony ? 
And what art thou, thou idol ceremony ? 

Art thou aught else but place, degree, and form. 

Creating awe and fear in other men, — 

Wherein thou art less happy being fear'd. 

Than they, in fearing ? O, be sick, great greatness. 

And bid thy ceremony give thee cure. 

Canst thou, when thou command'st the beggar's knee. 

Command the health of it ? No, thou proud dream. 

That play'st so subtly with a king's repose : 

1 am a king, that find thee ; and I know, 
^is not the balm, the sceptre, and the ball. 
The sword, the mace, the crown imperial, 
No, not all these, thrice-gorgeous ceremony, 
Not all these, laid in bed majestical. 

Can sleep so soundly as the wretched slave. 

Who, with a body filPd, and vacant mind. 

Gets him to rest, cramm'd with distressful bread ; 

And, but for ceremony, such a wretch. 

Winding up days with toil, and nights with sleep. 

Hath the fore-hand and vantage of a king. 

Enter Sir Thomas Ekpingham. 

Erp. My lord, your nublesi jealous of your absence^ 
fSeek through your camp to find you. _ 
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K. Hen, Good old knight. 
Collect them all together at my tent : 
ril btt ht^fore thee, 

Erp. I shall do\ my lord. [Exit Erpingbav, 

K» tien, O G'-'i <>f battles, steel my soldiers' heulij 
Possess them not with fear; take from them now 
The sense of reckoning, lest the w^jposed numben 
Plurk their beart<« from th*^m ! Not to-day« O Lonj^ 
O, not to-day. think not upiin the fault 
My father made in compassins^ the crown! 
I Richard^ body have interred i>ew ; 
An<i on it ha^e be<«tfm'd more contrite tear^ 
Than from it issi.'e(l forced drops of blood : 
Five hundred j)Oor I have in yearly pay, 
Wtio twice a-day their uithcr'd hands hold op 
Toward Heaven, to pardon blood :— more will I d(V-* 

[Trumpa sowA 
The day, my friends* and aU things stav for me. 

[Flourish of Trumpets.— EA 



SCENE III. 

The French Camp. 

A March. 

Enter BauprIn, the Constable of France, and Bu> 

GUNDT. 

Dau. My lord high constable, the English lie with- 
in fifteen hundred paces of your tent 

Const. Who hath measured the ground ? 

Dau» The lord Grandpre. 

Const. A valiant and most expert gentleman. 

Bur. Alas, poor Harry England ! be longs not for 
the battle as we da 

Daum What a wretched and peevish fellow is tht* 

6 
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England^ to mope with his fat-brained fol- 

far out of his knowledge ! 
\i the Enghsh had any apprehension, they 
n away. 

That they lack ; for, if their heads had any 
al armour, they could never wear such heavy 
:e8. 

That island of England breeds very valiant 
; their mastiffs are of unmatchable courage, 
foolish curs, that run winking into the mouth 
uan bear, and have their heads crushed like 
pies ! You may as well say, — that's a valiant 

dare eat his breakfast on the lip of a lion, 
^ust, just ; and the men do sympathize with 
ifis in robustious and rough coming on, lea- 
r wits with their wives : and then give them 
als of beef, and iron and steel, they will eat 
es, and fight like devils. 

Now is it time to arm : Come, shall we 

[ stay but for my guard : — On, to the field ; 
s banner from a trumpet take, 
it for my haste. Come, come away ! 
is high ; and we out-wear the day. 

[Flouruh qf drums and trumpeth-^Exeunt: 



SC£NE IV. 

King Henry's Tent* 
A March. 

LOSTER, BEDFORD, ExETER, WESTMORELAND, 

^LUELLEN, and all the English Armt. 

Where is the king ? 
The king himself is rode to view their battle. 

£ 
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West. Of fighting men they have fall threeiOM 

thousand. 
Exe. That's five to one : besides, they all are ML 
Bed. Heayen's arm strike with us 1 'tis a huSi 

odds! 
West, Oh« that we now had here 
B*it one ten thousand of those men in England^ 
That do no work to-day ! 

EfUer King Henrt, attended, 

K» Hen, What's he that wishes so ? — 
My cousin Westmoreland ? — No, my fair cousin; 
If ue are mark'd to die, we are enow 
To do our country loss; and if to live. 
The fewer men the greater share of honour. 
Wish not one man more: 

Rather proclaim it, Westmoreland, through my lo^ 
That he, who hath no stomach to this fight. 
Let him depart 1 his passport shall be made^ 
And crowns for convoy put into his purse : 
We would not die in that man's company. 
That fears his fellowship to die with us.— > 
This day is cali'd — the feast of Crispian: 
He, that outlives thb day, and comes safe homie^ 
Will stand a tip-toe when this day is named« 
And rouse him at the name of Crispian : 
He, that shall live this day, and see old ag^ 
Will yearly on the vigil ^ast his friends. 
And say, — To-morrow is Saint Crispian : 
Then will he strip his sleeve, and show his scars. 
And say, — ^Tbese wounds I had on Crispian's day: 
Old men forgets yet all shall be forgot. 
But he'll remember, with advantages. 
What feats he did that day : Then shall our nainM» 
I'^'amiiiar in their mouths as household woidv— 
Harry the King, Bedford, and Exeter, 
Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury, and Gloster^—. 
J>e iu thvir flowing cups freshly remember'd: 



IT.] XING HENRT V, iX 

lis stoiy shall the good man teach his son ; 
Knd Crispin Crispian shall ne'er go by. 
From this day to the ending of thp world. 
Bat we in it shall be remember'd : 
We few, we happy few, we band of brothers; 
For he, to-day that sheds his blood with me. 
Shall be my brother; be he ne'er so yile. 
This day shall gt^ntle his condition : 
And gentlemen in England, now a-bed. 
Shall think themselves accursed, they were not here ; 
And hold their manhoods cheap, while any speaks^ 
That fought with us upon Saint Crispin's day. 

Enter Gower. 

Cfaw. My sovVeign lord, bestow yourself with speed; 
The French are bravely in their battles set. 
And will with all expedience charge on us. 

K' Hen. All things are ready if our minds be so. 

West, Perish the man, whose mind is backward 
now ! [Tucket sounds. 

Enter Montjot and Attendants. 

ilfoitf. Once more I come to know of thee, king 
Harry, 
If for thy ransom thou wilt now compound. 
Before thy most assured overthrow. 

K. Hen. Who hath sent thee now ? 

Mont, The Constable of France. 

K. Hen, J pray thee, bear my former answer back : 
Bid them achieve me, and then sell niv bones. 
Good God! Why should they mocU poor fellows thus? 
The man, that once did sell the lion's skin 
While the beast lived, was kili'd with hunting him. — 
ILet me speak proudly ; — tell the Constable, 
We are but warriors tor the working day ; 
Our gayness and our gilt are all besmircU'd 
With rainy marching in the painful fields 
And time hath worn us into slovenr^' ; 



52 KING HENRY T« {ACT IV« 

But, by the mass, our hearts are ia the trim : 
And my poor soldiers tell me, yet ere night 
They'll be in fresher robes; for they will pluck 
The gray new coats o'er the French soldient' head^ 
And turn them out of service. — 
Come thou no more for ransom, gentle herald ; 
They shall have none, I swear, but these my joiati; 
Which, if they have, as I will leave 'em to tbem. 
Shall yield them little, tell the Constable. 

Mmti, I shall. King Harry, and so fare thee well: 
Thou never shalt hear herald any more. 

[Exit MoNTjor, toitk Attevdahi* 

K, Hen, Now on, you noblest English, 
Whose blood is set from fathers of war proofs- 
Fathers, that, like so many Alexanders, 
Hare in these parts, from morn till even foagbl^ 
And sheath'd their swords for lack of argument; 
Dishonour not your mothers : now attest. 
That those, whom you call'd father^ did beget yes: 
Be copy now to men of grosser blood. 
And teach them how to war.— -And you, good yeo- 
men. 
Whose limbs were made in England, show us here 
The mettle of your pasture, let us swear 
That you are worth your breeding : which I doubt nst; 
For there is none of you so mean and base. 
That hath not noble lustre in your eyes.— 
I see you stand like greyhounds in the slips. 
Straining upon the start. The game's a-foot; 
Follow your spirit ; and upon this charge. 
Cry, — God for Harry ! England ! and Saint Georgel 

[JSxcu^ 
ICbarge, Shouts, Cannon, iic] 
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SCENE y. 

Tfie Field of BaUle. 
Alarums, 
the Dai;pbin, tkk Constable o/Fvlasce, and 

OuARDS. 

Dan. Mon dema vie f all is confounded, all I 
Beproach and everlasting shame 
Sit mocking in oar plumes. 

Consi, Why, all our ranks are broke.- 

J>au» O, peitlurable shame ! — let'^ stab onrseTres. 
Be these the wretches that\ve play'd at dice for i 
E»thi« the king we sent to for his ransom ? 

Const. Disorder, that hath spoii'd us, friend ua 
• bow! 
Let us, in heaps, go offer up our lives. 

DatL We are enow yet living in the fieldy 
To smother up the English in our throngs 
If any order might be thought upon. 

Const. PU to the throng : 
kt life be short ; else, shame will be too long. 

[Exeunt* 
lAUtrumSf Cannon, Shouts, S^c.} 

SCENE Tt. 

Another Part of the Field qf Battle, 

Alarums, Shouts^ Cannon, fyc. 

Enier King Henrt, Gloster, Bedford, Westmori* 

LAND, and Troops* 

K, Hen. Well have we done, thrice valiant coun* 
trymem : 

m2 
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But all's not dcme ; yet keep the French the field. 

Enter Exbtbb* 

Exe. The Dake of York commends him to yov 
majesty. 

K. Hen. Lives he, good uncle ? Thrice^ within 
this hour, 
I saw him down ; thrice up again, and fighting; 
From helmet to the spur, all blood he was. 

Exe. In which array (brave soldier !) dothJie lic^ 
Larding the plain : and by his bloody side 
(Yokefellow to his honour-owing wounds) 
The noble Earl of Suffolk also lies. 
Suffolk first died ; and York, all haggled over. 
Comes to him, where in gore he lay insteep'd. 
And takes him by the beard ; kisses the gasfae% / 
That bloodily did yawn upon his face. 
And cries aloud, — " Tarry, dear cousin Suffolk! 
My soul shall thine keep company to heay'n ; 
Tarry, sweet soul, for mine, then fly a-breast; 
As, in this glorious and well*foughten field. 
We kept together in our chivalry I" 
Upon these words I came, and cheer'd him up : 
He smiled me in the face, raught me his hand. 
And, with a feeble gripe, says. — *' Dear my lorc^ 
Commend my service to my sovereign.'' 
So did he tuiii, and over Simblk's neck 
He threw his wounded arm, and kiss'd his lips; 
And so, espoused to death, with blood he seal'd 
A testament of noble-ending love. 
The pretty and sweet manner of it forced 
Those waters from me, whicli i would have stopped; 
But i had not so much of man in tiie. 
But all my mother came into mine eyes, 
And gave me up to tears. 

K, Hen, 1 blame you not ; 
For, hearing this, I must perforce compound 
With mistful eyes, or they wilKissue too. 

[Charge^^Cannon^ 
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But' hark I what new alarum is this same ? 

The French haye reinforced their scattered men ; 

Then -every soldier kill his prisoners : 

Ghre the word throng. [Charge, ifc.—ExeiaU. 



SCENE Til. 

Anoilier Part of ike Field. 
' Manam continued. 

ErUer Fluellen and Gower. 

Fhu Kill the poys, and the luggage ! *Tis expressly 
against the law of arms. 'Tis as arrant a piece of 
knavery^ mark you now, as can he ofier'd ior the 
'orid : in your conscience now» is it not ? 

Gow. 'Tis certain, the French have not left a hoy 
a]ive ; and the cowaidly rascals that ran away from 
the hattle, have done this slaughter: besides, they 
have burned, and carried away, all that was in the 
king's tent: wherefore the king, most worthily, hath 
caused every soldier to cut his prisoner's throat. O, 
'tis a gallant king ! 

Fht* Ay, he was porn at Monmouth, Captain Gow- 
er : — What call you the town's name, where Alex- 
ander the pig was porn ? 

Goto. Alexander the Great 

Flu. Why, I pray you, is not pig, great ? The pig, 
or the great, or the mighty, or the huge, or the mag- 
nanimous, are all one reckonings, save the phrase is 
a little variations. 

Gou), I think Alexander the Great was born in 
Macedon ; his father was called Philip of Macedon, 
as I take it. 

Flu. I think it is in Macedon, where Alexander is 
P<^rf— I tell you, captain, if you look in the maps of 
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the 'odd, t warrant you shall find, in the comparisoi^ 
between Macedon and Monmouth, that the situations, 
look you, is poth alike. There is a river in Macedoo; 
and there is also, moreover, a river at Monraoath; it 
is called Wye, at Monmouth ; but it is out of my 
prains what is the name of the other river ; but, 'tis 
all one — 'tis so like as my fingers is to my fingers, and 
there is salmons in polh. If you- mark Alexander^* 
life well, Harry of Monmouth's life is come after it 
indifferent well ; for there is figures in all things.— 
Alexander, in his rages, and his furies, and his wraths^ 
and his c holers, and his moods, and his displeasuresp 
and his indignations, and also being a little intoxi- 
cates in his prains, did, in his ales and his angen^ 
look you, kill his pest friend, Cfytos. 

Gow. Our king is not like htm in that; he wsf^ 
killed any of his friends. 

Flu. It is not well done, mark you now, to takt 
the tales out of my mouth, ere it is made an end^ 
and finished. I speak but in the figures and comp»* 
risons of it : As Alexander is kill his friend Clytniy 
being in his ales and his cups, so also Harry Mon- 
; mouth, being in his right wits and his goot judgmenti^ 
is turn away the fat knight with the great peily- 
doublet; he was full of jests, and gypes, and knaTt- 
ries, and mocks ; I am forget his name. 

Gow. Sir John Falstaff. 

Flu. That is he. — I tell you, there is good moi 
porn at Monmouth. 

IFlourish of Drums and Trumpets.] 

GoWm Here comes his majesty. [Exit GrowBi^ 

Flourish, 

Enter King Henrt, Exeter, Gloster, Wbstmors^ 
LAND, Bedford, Heralds, Attendants, Captauu 
ftnd Guards. 

AI Hen* I was not aT>grY «\iic^ 1 c^m^ to Fraoccb 
Vatil tbb iiutant«— -Tak^ a \x\xin^^x»>\«n\dL\ 
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Bide you anto the horsemen on yon hill ; 
If they will fight with ns, bid them come dowB> 
Or Toid the field ; they do ofiend our sight : 
If they'll do neither, we will come to them ; 
And make them skir away, as swift as stones 
Enforced from the old Assyrian slings : 
€k>, and tell them so. 

JExe. Here comes the herald of the French, my 
liege. 

Gloa* His eyes are humbler than they used to be. 

£tfiier Montjoy, and Attendants. 

X Jlen. How now, what means this, herald?-— 
Know'st thou not. 
That I have fined these bones of mine for random ? 
Com'st thou again for ransom ? 

Mont. No, great king : 
I come to thee for charitable license 
That we may wander o'er this bloody field. 
To book our dead, and then to bury them ; 
To sort our nobles from our common men ; 
For many of our princes (woe the while!) 
Lie diown'd and soak'd in mercenary blood ; 
^o do our vulgar drench their peasant limbs 
in blood of princes;) and their wounded steeds 
Tret fetlock deep in gore, and, with wild rage, 
Yerk oat their armed heels at their 13ead masters. 
O, give us leave, ^reat king. 
To view the field m safety, and dispose 
Of their dead bodies. 

K. Hen. I tell thee truly, herald, 
I know not if the day be ours, or no : 
For yet a many of your horsemen peer. 
And gallop o'er the field. 

Moni* The day is yours. 

K. Hen* Praised be Heaven, and not our strength^ 
forh! 
What is this castle caird, that stands hard by ? 
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Mont, They call it — Agincourt 
K, Hen. Then call we this-rrthe field of Agia- 
court. 
Fought on the day of Crispin Crispianus« 

[Flourish of Drums and Trumpets — ShoutsJ] 

Flu. Your grandfather, of famous memory, ai/t 
please your majesty^ and your greact uncle Edward 
the Plack Prince of Walcs« as I have read in the 
chronicles^ fought a most prave pattle here in France, 

K. Hen, They did, Fluellen. 

Flu, Your majesty says very true : if your majesty 
is remember'd of it, the Welshmen did goot service in 
a garden where leeks did grow> wearing leeks in their 
Monmouth caps ; which, your majesty knows, to this 
hour is an honourable padge of the service; and I d« 
pelieve your majesty takes no scorn to wear the leek 
upon St Tavy's day. 

jRT. Hen, 1 wear it for a memorable honour : 
For I am Welsh, you know, good countryman. 

Flu. All the water in the Wye cannot wash youf 
majesty's Welsh plood out of your pody, I can tell 
you that : Heaven pless it and preserve it, as long at 
it pleases your grace, and his majesty toa 

K' Hen, Thanks, good my countryman. 

Flu, I am your majesty's countryman, I cave nol 
who knows it: I will confess it to all the 'orld; I 
need not be ashamed of your majesty, Tpraised bo 
Heaven, so long as your majesty is an honest man. 

K. Hen, Heaven keep me so !-^^Our heralds gQ 
with him : 
Bring me just notice of the numbers dea4 
On both our parts — 

[Exit MoNTJoY, with the Heralds, and U$ 
Attendants. 
Call yonder fellow hither. 

£se. Soldier, you must come to the king. 
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Enter Williams. 

JT. Heiu Soldier, why wear'st thou that glove in 
thy cap ? 

tFiU' Ant please your majesty, 'tis the gage of one 
that I should fight withal, if he be alive. 

K» Hen. An Englishman ? 

Will' An't please your majesty, a rascal that swag- 
gered with me last night ; who, if 'a live, and ever 
dare to challenge this glove, I have sworn to take him 
m box o' the ear ; or, if I can see my glove in his cap, 
(which he swore, as he was a soldier, he would wear, 
if alive,) I will strike it out soundly. 

K» Hen. What think you, Captain Fluellen ? is it 
fit this soldier keep his oath ? 

Fltu He is a craven and a villain else, ant please 
your majesty, in my conscience. 

K, Hen. It may be, his enemy is a gentleman of 
great sort, quite from the answer of his degree. 

Flu* Though he be as goot a gentleman as the 
levil is, as Lucifer and fielzebub himself, it is ne» 
oessary, look your grace, that he keep his vow and 
bis oath. 

K. Hen. Then keep thy vow, sirrah, when thou 
ineet'st the fellow. 

WilL So I will, my liege, as I live. 

K. Hen. Whom serv'st thou under ? 

WilL Under Captain Gower, my liege. 

t'bi. Gower is a goot captain, and is goot know* 
ledg* and literature in the wars. 

K. Hen. Call him hither to me, soldier. 

Will. I will, my liege. [Exit Williams. 

K. Hen, Here, Fluellen: wear thou this favour 
for me, and stick it in thy cap : When Aleu9on and 
myself were down together, 1 pluck'd this glove from 
his helm ; if any man challenge this, he is a friend to 
Aleu^on, and an enemy to our person ; if thou en* 
counter any such, apprehend him, an thou dost Ipvt 
me* 
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Flu. Vour grace does me as great honours, as can 
be desired iu the hearts of his subjects : I would fait 
see the maa, that has but two legs, that shall 6Bd 
himself aggrieved at this glove : that is all ; but I 
would fain see it once : an please Heaven of his gracc^ 
that I might see it 

K. Hen. Know'st thou Gower ? 

Flu. He is ray dear friend, an please you. 

K, Hen* Tray thee go seek him^ and bring him to 
my tent 

jF/u. I will fetch him. [£jrt^ Fudulul 

K. Hen, Brother Gloster, 
Follow Fluelleu closely at the heels; 
The glove, which I have given him for a favoar. 
May, haply, purchase him a boic o' the ear.— 7 

[Exit Glostul 
It is the soldier's ; I, by bargain, should 
Wear it myself. Follow, good cousin Westmoreland; 
If that the soldier strike him (as I judge. 
By his blunt bearing, he will keep his word,) 
Some sudden mischief may arise of it ; 
For I do know Fluellen valiant, 
And, touch'd with choler, hot as gunpowder^ 
And quickly will return an injury : 
Follow^ and see there be no harm between them. 

[Exit Westmobclahd^ 
Uncle of Exeter, and brother Bedford, 
Come you with me. 

[Fhuriah ofDrwns and Trumpetiv^Excmt. 

SCENE vin. 

Another Part qftlie Field. 

Enter Gowbr and Williams. 
}yilL I warrant it is to knight you, captain. 
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Entei' FujBSJLEft. 

Fku Heaven's will and his pleasure, captain, I be- 
seech yoa now, come apace to the king: there is 
more goot toward yon, peradventure, than is in your 
knowledge to dream of. 

JVilL Sir, know you this glove ? 

Flu. Know the glove ? I know the glove is a glove. 

WiU, I know this ; and ]thus I challenge it. 

[Strikes Fluellbn. 

Fbu 'Sbud, an arrant traitor, as any's in the uni^ 
versal 'odd, or in France, or in England. 

Gfauf. How now, sir? you villain! 

WiU. Do yoa think I'll be forsworn ? 

Flu. StaDd*away, Captain Gower; I will give irea* 
son his payment into plows, I warrant you. 

JFiU. I am no traitor. 

Flu. That's a lie in thy throat-— I charge you, in 
his majesty's name, apprehend him ; he's a friend of 
the duke Alen^on's. 

Enter Westmoreland and GtosTER* 

Ghit» How now, how now ? what's the matter ? 

Flu. My lord of Gloster, here is (praised Heaven 
l^e for it !) a most contagious treason come to ligh^ 
l^ok you, as you shall desire in a summer's day.—- 
||ere is his majesty. 

Enter Kino HenrT| Bedford, Exeter, Erpingham, 

Captain and Guards. 

K» Hen* How now ! what's the matter ? 

Fhu My liege, here is a villain and a traitor, that, 
look your grace, has struck the giove, which your 
majesty is take out of the helmet of Alen^on. 

Ww. My liege, this was my glove ; here is the 
fellow of it : and he, that I gave it to in change, pro- 
mised to wear it in his cap ; I promised to strike him, 
if be did : I met this man with my glove in his cap, 
Ind I have been as good as my word. 

p 
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Flu, Your majesty hear now^ (saving your m 
manhood) what an arrant^ rascally, beggarly 
knave it is : I hope your majesty is peair me t 
Dy, and witness,. and avouchments, that this 
glove of Alen9ou, that your majesty is ^ive 
conscience now. 

JT. Hen* Give me thy glove, soldier : Look, 
the fellow of it : 'Twas I, indeed, thou promis 
strike; and thou hast given me most bitter tei 

Fh. An please your majesty, let his neck 
for it, if there is any martial law in the 'orld.' 

K. Hen. How canst thou make me satisfac 

Will, All offences, my liege, come from th< 
never came any from mine, that might ofifex 
majesty. 

K, Hen, It was ourself thou didst abuse* 

WilL Your majesty came not like yourse 
appeared to me but as a common man ; witi 
night, your garments, your lowliness; and wl 
highness suffered under that shape, I besee 
take it for your own fault, and not mine > for 
been as I took you for, I made no offence ; tt 
I beseech your highness, pardon me. 

K* Hen. Here, uncle Exeter^ fill this gk 
crowns.— 

[Exeter drops a purse. into t 
Keep it, soldier ;^ 

And wear it for an honour in thy cap. 
Till I do challenge it. — 
And, captain, you must needs be friends wit 

Flu, By this day and this light, the felfow 
tie enough in his pelly : — Hold, there is iwel' 
for you ; and 1 pray you to keep you out 61 
and prabbles, and quarrels, and dissensions 
warrant you, it is the better for you. 
', WilL I will none of your money. 

Flu, It is with a goot will, 1 can tell ybi 
serve you t« mend your shoes. ^Exit V 
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Enter the two English Heralds. 

JT. Hen. Now, Herald, are the dead number'd ? 
[Herald delivers two papers to the King« wliogiva 
one oftheni to the 1)ukb q/" Exeter. 
What prisoners of good sort are taken, uncle ? 

Exe, Charles, Duke of Orleans, nephew to the king; 
John, Duke of Bourbon, and Lord Bouciqualt;. 
Of other lords, and barons, knights, and- 'squires, 
FuH fifteen hundred, besides common men. 

K. Hen. This note doth tell me of ten thousand 
French 
Slain in the field ; of princes, in this number. 
And nobles bearing banners^ there lie dead 
One hundred twenty- six : added to these. 
Of knights, esquires, and gallant gentlemen, 
£ight thousand and four hundred ; of the which 
Five hundred were but yesterday dubb*d knights; 
So that, in these ten thousand they have lost. 
There are but sixteen hundred mercenaries ; 
The rest are princes, barons, lords, knights, 'squire^ 
And gentlemen of blood and quality. — 
Here was a royal fellowship of death ! 
Where is the number of our English dead I 
Exe, Edward, the Duke of York, the Earl of Stt£ 
folk. 
Sir Richard Ketly, Davy Gam, esquire ; 
None else of name ; and, of all other men. 
But five and twenty: 

K. Hen. O Heaven, thy arm was here I 
And not to us, but to thy arm alone. 
Ascribe we all. — 

Come, go we in procession to the village ; 
And be it death proclaimed through our host. 
To boast of this, or take that praise from Heaven^ 
Which is his only. 

Fiu, Is it not lawful, an please your majesty^ t# 
toll how many is killed? 
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K. Hetu Yes, captain; but with ihifl acknowle^- 
meot. 
That Heaven fought for us. 

Flu. Yes» my conscience, he did us great goot 

K. Hen. Do we all holy rites. 
The dead with charity enclosed in clay» 
We will to Calais ; and to England then ; 
Where ne'er from France arrived more happy idcb. 



ACT THE FIFTtt, 

8C8KE I. 

The English Camp in France^ 

Enter Fluellbn and Gowss. 

Gow. Nay, that's right: — ^But why wear you yoor 
leek to-day ? St Davy s day is past. 

Flu» There is occasions and causes why and where- 
fore in all things ; I will tell you, as my friend. Cap- 
tain Gower : The rascally, scald, beggarly, lousy, 
pragging knave. Pistol, — which you and yourself, and 
all the 'orld, know to be no petter than a fellow, look 
you now, of uo merits, — he is come to me, and prings 
me pread and salt yesterday, look you, and bid me 
eat my leek : it was in a place where I could not preed 
no contentions with him ; but I will be so pold as to 
wear it in my cap till I see him once again, and then 
I will tell him a little piece of my desires. 

Gow. Why, here he comes, swelling like a turkey- 
cock. 

Flu. 'Tis no matter for his swelling, nor his turkey- 
cocks. 
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Enter Pistol. 

Heairen pless you, ancient Pistol I yen scurvy, lousy 
knave. Heaven pless you ! 

[Draws the Uek across his nose, 
Pisl. Ha ! art thou bedlam ? dost thou thirst, base 
Trojan, 
To have me fold up Parca's fatal web P 
Hence! I am qualmish at the smell of leek. 

Flu. I peseech you heartily, scurvy, lousy knave, 
at my desires, and my requests, and my petitions, to 
eat, look you, this leek : because, look you, you do 
not love it, — nor your afiections, and your appetites, 
and your digestions, does not agree with it,-^! would 
desire you to eat it. 

Pisi. Not for Cadwallader, and all his goats. 

Flu, There is one goat for you. — [ Strikes him. 
Will you be so goot, scald knave, as eat it? 

Fist, Base Trojan, thou shalt die. 

Flu, You say very true, scald knave, when Hea- 
Ten*8 will is : 1 will desire you to live the mean time, 
and eat your victuals ; come, there is sauce for it.— - 
[Strikes him to tlte ground.] You call'd me yesterday, 
mountain 'squire, but 1 will make you to-day a 'squire 
of low degree. — I pray you, fall to ; if you can mock 
a leek, you can eat a leek. 

Gow, Enough, captain, you have astonislied him. 

Flu, 1 say, I will make him eat some part of my 
leek, or 1 will peat his pate four days : — Pite, I pray 
you ; it is goot for your green wound, and your 
ploody coxcomb. 

Fist. Mustl^ite? 

jF?ii. Yes, certainly, and out of doubt, and out of 
questions too, and ambiguities. 

FiM. By this leek, I will most horribly rerenge ; 1 
tat, and eke I swear,-— 

Flu. Eat, I pray you : Will you have some mora 
iauceto your leek P there is not enough leek to swear by, 
~ Quiet thy cudgel ; thou dost see, I eat. 
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Flu, Much goot do you, scald kuBTe, heartilj* 
Nay, 'pray you, throw none away ; the akia is ^ 
for your brokea coxcomb. When you take occasioai 
to see leeks hereafter, I pray you, mock at them; 
that is ail. 

Pist. Good. 

Fiu. Ay, leeks is goot u^Hold yoa, there is a 
groat to hieal your pate. 

Put. Me a groat! 

Fill. Yes, Terily, and in truth, you shall take it; or 
I have another leek in my pocket, which you shall est 

Pisi. I take thy groat, in earnest of revenge. 

Flu. If I owe jou any thing, I will pay yoa m 
cudgels ; you shall be a wogdmonger, and buy no- 
thing of me but cudgels. Heaven be wi' you, and 
keep you, and heal your pate. [Striket kim. Exit* 

Pist. All hell shall stir for this. 

Gow, Go, go ; you are a counterfeit cowardly 
knave. Will you mock at an ancient tradition,^-he- 
gun upon an honourable respect, and warn as a me- 
morable trophy of predeceased valour,^ — and dare not 
avouch in your deeds any of your words? i have 
seen you gleeking and galling at this gentleman twice 
or thrice. You thought, because he could not speak 
English in the native garb, he could not therefose 
handle an English cudgel : you find it otherwise; 
and, henceforth, let a Welsh correction teach you a 
good English condition : fare you well. [Exctad. 

SC£N£ II. 

The French court at Troi/es in Champagne. 

Flourish of all the Instrunicnts. 

Enter King Hf.nhy, Exetxr, Bedford, Glo«!ter, West- 
moreland, and other Lobds; meeting the Fa. Kinq, 
Queen Isabel, Princess Katharine, the Duke of 
EuiiGUNDY, the Constable qf I^rance, Montjov, 
French Lords and Ladies. 

■K' Hen. Peace to this meeting, wherefore we are met! 
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Unto our brother France, and to our sister. 

Health and fair time of day :— :joy and good wishes 

To oar most (air and princei j cousin Katharine ; 

Andy as a branch and member of this royalty, 

Efy whom this great assembly is contrived. 

We do salute you, Duke of Burgundy : — 

And, princes French, and peers, health to you all ! 

Fr, King. Right joyous are we to behold your 
face, 
Most worthy brother England ; fairly met :«— 
So are you, priAces English, every one. 

SL Isa, So happy be the issue, brother Eng^iand, 
Of this good day, and of this gracious meeting. 
As we are now glad to behold your eyes ; 
Your eyes, which hitherto have borne in them 
Asainst the French, that met them in their bent. 
The fatal balls of murdering basilisks : 
The venom of such looks, we fairly hope. 
Have lost their quality ; and that this day 
Shall change all griefs and quarrels into love* 

K* Hen. To cry " Amen" to that, thus we appear. 

S. I»a» You English princes all, I do salute you. 

Bttr. My duty to you both, on equal love. 
Great kings of France and England. That Tve hi^ 

bour'd 
With all my wits, my pains, and strong endeavours, 
' To bring your most imperial majesties 
Unto this bar and royal interview. 
Your mightiness on both parts best can witness : 
Since then my office hath so far prevailed. 
That, face to face, and royal eye to eye. 
You have cougreeted ; let it not disgrace m^ 
If I demand, before this royal view. 
What rub, or what impediment, there is. 
Why that the naked, poor, and mangled peace, 
Dear nurse of arts, plenties, and joyful births. 
Should not, in this best garden of the world. 
Oar fertile France, put up her lovely visage ? 
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K. Hen, If, Duke of Burgundy, you would tbt 
peace. 
Which you have cited, you must buy that peace 
With full accord to all our just demands; 
Whose teueurs and particular efiects 
You have, enscheduled briefly, in your hands. 
Bur. The king hath heard thea»; to the which, m 
yet, 
There is no answer made. 

K. Hen, Well then, the peace, r 

Which you before so urged, lies in his answer. 

Ft, King. I have but with a cursorary eye 
O'erglanced the articles : pleaseth your grace 
To appoint some of your counsel presently 
To sit with us, once more with better heed 
To re-survey them, we will, suddenly. 
Pass our accept, and peremptory answer. 

K. Hen. Brother, we shall. Go. uncle Exeter,— 
You, brother Bedford, — brother Gioster, you^^ 
And take with you free power to ratify, • 
Augment, or alter, as your wisdoms best 
Shall see advantageable for our dignity; 
And we'll consign thereto. — Will you, fair sisteiv 
Go with the princes, or stay here with us ? 

Q, Isa, Our gracious brother, I will go with them^ 
Hnply, a woman's voice may do some good. 
When articles, too nicely urged, be stood on. 

K. Hen. Yet leave our cousin Katharine here witk 
us; 
She is our capital demand, comprised 
Within the fore rank of our articles* 

SI, Isa.r She hath good leave. 

[Exeunt all but King Henry and KatkaruiIv 

K. Hen. Fair Katharine, and most fair. 
Will you vouchsafe to teach a soldier terms. 
Such as will enter at a lady's ear. 
And plead his love-suit to her gentle heart? 

Kath. Your majesty shall mock at me ; I casoit 
sjDeak your England.^ I 
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K. Hen. O fair Katharine, if you will love me 
soundly with your French hearty I will be glad to 
hear you confess it brokenly with your English 
tongue. Bo you like me, Kate ? 

Kaih. I cannot tell vat is — like me. 

K» Hen-. An angel is like you, Kate ; and you are 
like an angel. 

Kath, De tongues of de man is be full of deceits. 

K, Hen, No, 'faith, Kate; I know no ways to 
mince it in love, but directfy to say — I love you: 
then, if you urge me dirther than to say — Do you in 
faith ? I wear out my suit. Give me your answer ; 
i'faith, do ; and so clap hands, and a bargain !— ^liow 
say you, lady ? 

Kath, Me understand welL 

K, Hen, Marry, if you would put me to verses, or 
to dance, for your sake, Kate, why you undid me : 
If I could win a lady by vaulting into my saddle with 
my armour on my back, under the correction of brag« 
ging be it spoken, I should quickly leap into a wife : 
But, before Heaven, X cannot look greenly, nor gasp 
out my eloquence ; nor 1 have no cunning in protes- 
tation, only downright oaths : which I never use till 
urged, nor never break for urging. If thou canst love 
a fellow of this temper, Katb, — whose face is not worth 
sun-burning, that never looks into his glass for love 
of any thing he sees there, — let thine eye be thy 
cook. I speak to thee plain soldier : If thou canst 
love me for this, take me : if not, to say to tiiee-— 
that I shall die, is true ; but — for thy love, by the 
lord, no : yet I love thee too. And while thou liv'st, 
dear Kate, take a fellow of plain and uncoined con* 
stancy ; for a good leg will fall, a straight back will 
stoop, a. black beard will turn white ; but a good 
heart, Kate, is the sun and moon ; or, rather, the sun, 
and not the moon; for it shines bright, and never 
changes, but keeps his course truly. If thou wouldst 
have Buch a one, take me : take me» V;i\l& ^ ^<MNfe\% 
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take a soldier^ take a king: And what say'st thou then 
to my love ? 

Kath, Is it possible, dat I should lore de enemy of 
France ? 

K. Hen, No; it is not possible, you should love 
the enemy of France, Kate ; but in loving me, yoa 
shall love the friend of France; for I love France so 
MX'll, that I will not part with a village of it ; I vnll 
have it all mine : and. Kale, when France is miney 
and I am yours, then yours is France, and you art 
mine. But. Kate, dost thou understand thus, much 
English ? Canst thou love me ?^ 
Kaih. I cannot tell. 

K, Hen, Can any of your neighbours tell, Kate? 
I'll ask them. Come, I know, thou lov's^ me; and at 
night, when you come into your closet, you'll questioa 
your gentlewomen about me ; and I know, Kate, you 
will, to them, dispraise those parts in me, that you love 
with your heart. If ever thou be'st mine, Kate, (as I 
have a saving faith within me telfs me — thou shalt,]! 
get thee with scambling, and thou mustftherefore needs 
prove a good soldier-breeder : Shall not thou and I, 
between St Dennis and St George, compound a boy, 
half French, half English, that shall go to Constanti- 
nople, and take the Turk by the heard ? shall we not, 
my fair Flo wer-de- Luce ? How answer you. La plui 
belle Katharine du monde, mon tres chere et devin deesst, 
Kaih» Your majeste 'ave fausse French enough to 
deceive the most sage demoiselle dat is en France, 

K, Hen, Now, fie upon my false French ! By mine 
honour, in true English, I love thee, Kate ; by whicb 
honour I dare not swear, thou lov'st me ; yet my 
blood begins to flatter me that thou dost, notwith- 
standing the poor and untempting effect of my visage. 
Now beshrew my father's ambition ! he was thinking 
of civil wars when he got me; therefore was I created 
with a stubborn outside, with an aspect of iron, that; 
^vhen I come to woo \a4\ta, 1 ^t\^\\\. \.\\«m« Btat, iiv 
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faith, Kate« the elder I wax, tho better I shall appear: 
my comfort is, that old age, that ill layer-up of beauty, 
cau do no more spoil upon my face : Thou hast me> 
if thou hast me, at the worst; and thou shalt wear 
ine« if thou wear me, better and better ; and therei- 
fore tell me, most fair Katharine, will 3IDU have me ? 
Put off your maiden blushes ; avouch the thoughts of 
your heart with the looks of an empress ; take me by 
the hand, and say — Harry of England, I am thine : 
Mrhich word thou shalt no sooner bless mine ear with« 
z\, but 1 will tell thee aloud — England is thine, Ire- 
land is thuie, France is thine, and Henry Plantagenet 
is thine ; who, though I speak it before his fact:, if he 
be hot fellow with the best king, thou sbalt find the 
best king of good telluws. Come, your answer in 
broken music ; for thy voice is niu*tic, and th) Eng- 
lish broken : therefore, queen of all, Kathariue, wilt 
thou have me ? 

Kaih, Dat is, as it shall ()lease le roi, mon pere. 
K. Hen. Nay, it will please him; it biiali please 
hiffly Kate. 

Kaih'' Den it shall also content me. 
K* Hen, Upon that, 1 kiss you, and I call you — 
my queen. You have witchcraft in your lips, Kate : 
there is more eloijuence in a touch of them, than in 
the tongues of the French council; and they should 
gooner persuade Harry ol England, than a general 
petition of mouarchs. — Here comes your father. 

JSnter ike French King and Queen, with all the French 
and English Lords, C/\prAiN and vxUakds. 

Bur. My royal couftin, teach you our princesS| 
English ? 

K, Hen. 1 woaUi have her learn, my fair cuusin, 
how perfectly I love her ; and that is guod En^hsh. 

Bur. Is she not a pi? 

K, Hen. Our tongue is rough, coz; and my comii- 
tion is not smooth ; so that^ having neither the voict 
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nor the heart of flattery about me, I cannot so coti* 
jure up the spirit of love in her, that he will appear in 
his true likeness. — Shall Kate be my wife ? 

JPr. King. So please you* 

Exe. The king hath granted every article : 
His daughter, first; and then, in sequel, all. 
According to their firm proposed natures. 

Fr, King. Take her, fair son ; and from her blood 
raise up 
Issue to me : that the contending kingdoms 
Of France and England, whose very shores look pale 
With envy of each other's happiness. 
May cease their hatred ; and this dear conjunction 
Plant ceighbourhood and christian-like accord 
In their sweet bosoms, that never war advance 
His bleeding sword 'twixt England and fair France. 

K, Hen. Now welcome, Kate :— and bear me wit* 
ness ally 
That here 1 take her as my sovereign queei«-— 

IFiourish of Drums and Trun^sJ} 

Prepare we for our marriage : on which day. 
My lord of Burgundy, we'll take your oath. 
And all the peers, for surety of our leagues*— 
Then shall I swear to Kate,— and you to me,— • 
And may our oaths well kept and prosperous be ! 

[Flovtmh qfall the Instruments.] 

. [Exeunt onrnes. 
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REMAREa 



Southern, the author of this tragedy, was bom in 
Dublin, in the year of the Restoration, and received 
his education in the university there. He then came 
to England, and entered himself in the Middle Tem- 
ple, as student of the law ; but he neglected this study 
for the fame of writing plays, and soon after wholly 
relinqubhed it for the adventures of the army. He 
was patronised by James the Second, when Duke of 
York, and served under that monarch, as captain^ 
against the Duke of JSionmouth. 

Dryden being asked, whose genius, as a poet^ 
Southern resembled, compared him to Otway. Eve- 
ry reader will own the comparison just, for they have 
both unbounded force in the description of poignant 
:grie£ 

The present drama, independent of its own worth, 
will be ever memorable for having introduced to the 
admiration of a London audience,— Mrs Siddons. 

Who will allege, that mental powers have no charm 
in the female sex i Mrs Siddons performed on the 
London stage, in the prime of youth and bloom of 
beauty, yet was totally neglected : She came a few 
years after, with judgment for her aid, and was en* 
thusiastically worshipped. 

Woe, bitterest woe, must be gracefully imitated in 
the just performance of Isabella ; but of such imita- 
tion^ and of all those delightful seusa\ioii&)'««\A5^«c\8^^ 
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from beholding fictitious sorrow, the audieRce of tbe 
metropolis had been for many years deprived, by the 
want of skilful tragedians. When she appeared, she 
enchanted all the town by her ** well-painted passioOf'' 
and established in the dramatic world, the long-loit 
prerogative of sighs and tears. 

The characters which surround Isab^a are merely 
placed there by the author, to give effect to all die 
«ays and does. Insignificant as those personages are 
in themselves, they produce with her so happy a 
combination, that a most powerful tragedy ia the re- 
sult of their joint services. 

Beyond the deepest pain, felt by an audieaoe fbr 
Isabella's grief, there is a pang almost insupportable^ 
which proceeds from her gratitude. The author has 
In no part of the tragedy more efiectually wrung tlie 
hearts of those, who possess nice sensibility, than where 
this poor widow is overcome by kindness, to rtoder 
herself additionally wretched, rather than be ungrate- 
ful. 

•* This generosity will ruin me.**—** I am content- 
ed to be miserable, but not this way.'* These are 
sentences more pathetic to those, who feel acutely 
the weight of obligations, than any she pronounces 
Those very auditors are equally vivid in their sen- 
sations towards her faults as her virtues ; and shrink 
from the unjustifiable manner with which she treats 
men who come to demand their right ; calling them 
** rav'ning bloodhounds." A character, only half as 
amiable as the author meant her to appear, could not 
conduct herself towards her creditors but with the 



REMARKS. 5 

most profound respect. Indeed, was Isabella largely 
indebted to any one amongst these men, and had not 
the means of payment,— moral argument, perhaps, 
could prove, she was bound as much in honour to 
marry him for value received, as to marry Villeroy. 

This play is censured by some critics for its comic 
scenes; — the tragic are much superior, they want 
more of the last, and none of the first. But, more 
of Isabella, exquisite as she is, might cause satiety. 
The author in his work has given variety, and that 
variegated scene which nature gives. 

Southern wrote no less than ten plays ; of which, 
only this tragedy, and his Oroonokoi are remember- 
ed to the author's reputation. 

He lived to the age of eighty-eight, and passed 
his latter days in retired serenity, having acquired, 
by his industry and strict economy, a considerable 
fortune. He was the first who increased the advan- 
tage of dramatic authors, by obtaining, in addition to 
the first, a second and third night for their emdu- 
ment. He also raised the price of prologues, having 
given seven guineas to Dry den, on his demand of 
that sum, for a prologue, which, till then, had only 
been rated at 6ve.* These occurrences gave occa- 
sion to the following lines ef Pope :— - 

* * Southern, born to raise 
The price of prologues and of plays." 

• Johnson says only three. Cibber says seven was given. 
It has been tbougbt proper here, to aamP tbe most (U&oifie4 
•urn. 

a2 
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ISABELLA^ 



ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE I. 

Street* 

Enter Villeroy and Carlos. 

Car. This constancy of yours will establldi an im- 
mortal reputation amons the women. 

ViL If it would establish me with^ Isabella^— — . 

Car, Follow her, follow her : Troy town was woa 
at last. 

ViL I have followed her these seven years, and now 
but live in hopes. 

Car. But live in hopes ! Why, hope is the ready 
road, the lover's baiting place ; and for aught you 
know, but one stage short of the possession of your 
mistress. 

Vii, But my hopes, I fear, are more of my own 
making, than her's; and proceed rather from my 
v^ishes, than .any encouragement she has given me. 

Car, That I can't tell: the sex is very various: 
-there are no certain measures to be prescribed or fol- 
lowed, in making our approaches to the women. All 
that we have to do, I think, is to attempt them in the 
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weakest part. Press them but hard, and they will all 
fall under the necessity of a surrender at last. That 
favour comes at once ; and sometimes when we least 
expect it* 

VU. I shall be glad to find it so— -I'm going to 
visit her. 

Car, What interest a brother-in-law can have with 
her, depend upon. 

Vil. I know your interest^ and I thank you. 

Car. You are prevented; see the mourner coweBt 
She weeps, as seven years were seven hours ; 
So fresh, un&ding is the memory 
Of my poor brother's, Biron's, death ; 
1 leave you to your opportunity. [^Exit Villeroy. 
Though I have taken care to root her from our home, 
I would transplant her into Villeroy's— — 
There is an evil fate that waits upon her. 
To which I wish him wedded — only him : 
His upstart family, with haughty brow, 
(Though Villeroy and myself are seeming friends) 
Looks down upon our house ; his sister too. 
Whose hand 1 askM, and was with scorn refused, 
Lives in my breast, and fires me to revenge.—— 
They bend this way. 

Perhaps, at last, she seeks my father's doors ; 
They shall be shut, and he prepared to give 
The beggar and her brat a cold reception. 
That boy's an adder in my path — they come, 
I'll stand apart, and watch their motions. [Exit* 

Enter Villeroy and Isabella, 'aiith her Child. 

ha. Why do you follow me ? you know I am 
A bankrupt every way ; too far engaged 
Ever to make return : I own you have been 
More than a brother to me, my friend : 
And at a time when friends are found no more, 
A friend to my misfortunes. 

9 
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VHU I must be 
Always your friend. 

Isa* I have known, and found you 
Truly my friend : and would I could be youis; 
But the unfortunate cannot be friends s 
Pray begone. 
Take warning, and be happy. 

VH. Happiness! 
There's none for me without you.— - 
What serve the goods ef fortune for \ To riuse 
My hopes, that you at last will share them with me. 

/«a. I must not hear you. 

Fj^. Thus, at this awful distance, I have served 
A seven years' bondage — Do 1 call it bondage^ 
When I can never wish to be redeem'd ? 
No, let me rather linger out a life 
Of expectation, that you may be mine, 
Than be restored to the indifference 
Of seeing you, without this pleasing pain : 
I've lost myself imd never would be founds 
But in these arms. 

ha. Oh, I have heard all this ! 

But must no more—the charmer is no more: 
My buried husband rises in the tace 
Of my dear boy, and chides me for my stay: 
Canst thou forgive me, child \ 

ViL What can I say ! 
The arguments that make against my hopes 
Prevail upon my heart, and fix me more ; 
When yet a virgin, free, and undisposed, 
I loved, but saw you only with mine eyes ; 
I could not reach the beauties of your soul: 
I have since lived in contemplation. 
And long experience of your growing goodness: 
What then was passion, is my judgment now, 
Through all the several changes of your life^ 
Confirm'd imd settled in adoring you. 
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Ittu Naj) then I must b^one. If you are mj 
friend. 
If you regard my little interest. 
No more of this. 

I'm going to my father ; he needs not an excuse 
To use me ill : pray leave me to the trial. 

Vil, I'm only Dom to be what you would havenKf 
The creature of your power, and must obey. 
In every thing obey you. I am going : 
But all good fortune go along with you- 

Isa. 1 shall need all your wishes—-— [Knofk* 
Lock'd! and fast! 

Where is the charity that used to stand 
In our forefathers' hospitable days 
At great men's doors. 
Like the good angel of the family. 
With open arms taking the needy in. 
To feed and clothe, to comfort and relieve them i 
Now even their gates are shut against their poor. 

{^She knocks agaitu 

Enter Sa&cfson. 

Samp. Well, what's to do now, I trow ^ You knock 
as loud as if you were invited ; and that's more than 
1 heard of; but I can tell you, you may look twice 
about for a welcome in a great man's family> be- 
fore you find it, unless you bring it along with 
you. 

Isa, I hope I bring my welcome along with me: 
Is your lord at home ? 

Samp. My lord at home ! 

Jsa, Count Baldwin lives here still i 

Samp, Ay, ay, Count Baldwin does live here ; an( 
I am his porter ; but what's that to the purpose, goo 
woman, of my lord's being at home ? 

Jsa, Why, don't you know me, friend ? 

Samp, Not I, not I, mistress ; I may have seen yo 
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before, or so ; but men of employment must forget 
their acquaintance ; especially such as we are never 
to be the better for. [Going io shut the Door. 

Enter Nurse. 

Nurse. Handsomer words would become you, and 
mend your manners, Sampson : do you know who 
you prate to ? 

Isa, I am glad you know me, Nurse. 

Nurse, Marry, Heav'n forbid, madam, that I should 
ever forget you, or my little jewel : pray go in [Isa<«. 
BELLA ;roe« in mth her Chilti.] Now my blessing go 
along with you, wherever you go, or whatever you 
are about Fie, Sampson, how could'st thou be such 
a Saracen ? A Turk would have been a better Christian, 
than to have done so barbarously by so good a lady. 

Samp, Why, look you. Nurse, I know you of old : 
by your good will, you would have a finger in every 
body's pye, but mark the end on't : If I am called to 
account about it, 1 know what I have to^8ay. 

iVur^." Marry come up here; say your pleasure, 
and spare not. Refuse his eldest son's widow and 
poor child the comfort of seeing him i She does not 
trouble him so often. 

Samp, Not that I am against it. Nurse, but we are 
but servants, you know ; we must have no likings, but 
our lord's, and must do as we are ordered. But what 
is the business. Nurse ? You have been in the family 
before I came into the world : what's the reason, pray, 
that this daughter-in-law, who has so good a report m 
every body's mouth, is so little set by by my lord i 

Nurse. Why, I tell you, Sampson, more or less : 
in tell the truth, that's my way, you know, without 
adding or diminishiDg. 

Samp. Ay, marry, Nurse. 

Nurse. My lord's eldest son, Biron by name, the 
son of his bosom, and the son that he would have 
loved best, if he had as many as king Fy ramus of 



18 ISAHlLtA* [i0ii 

Troy-^lbb Biron, as 1 was stjri^i iMft A Irn^ 
sweet ffeiitleiiian» andt indeeJI» obboajr coidA bhM 
kis Attar for kmog him : he wai a sMi ftr Oi il| 
of Spain; Heaven Uess hini,' ikr I waa faia-iana 
But now I come to.die point* Sfumsoa; diii Bipt^ 
without askmg the advioe of his msbdi^ h«iS 4m 
head, as jroong men wiD have tfcsir ifi^allfc ii 
having the fear of his firther be^ Us OT«i^ i^ilil 
say, wim% ninrries this babdhL 

• senty methinks* 

Nune. No, wilAiny marriM her; woA wUdh «ai 
worse, after die had setHed d her -fiirtana ajMs 
itanneiTf wfaidi she broke out of fo ite«ira)r«idi 
him. Tliey say (hey had the dAm&Vi "IwtfBiiMii 
but I had rather it liad been'his ftdier^ • - 

Samp. Why, in, good tnith^ I tUnk oor' janpg 
master was not in the wroB^ but in ittbrtyhoy 1^^ 
a portioti. 

^ttr«f. That was the qmbrrd, I bdbt^t 
upon this, my old lord woidd nev^ See faiflflr : (1 
ritedhim; took his yomger brothert GrioiL iMaiipi 
tour, whom he nev^ cai^ fbr beflUe; sn^icMt 
forced Biron to go to the mege of Cafldfy wiMa Hi 
was killM. 

Samp. Alack-a-day, poorsentleikiaal 

Nur$e» For which my old lord hafea her, aia if dU 
had been the cause of his going tlme^ 

Samp. Alas, poor lady f she has sidUed fir it; 
she has Hved a great while a widow. 

Nune. A great while indeed, for a yooag 
Sampson. 

Saaip. Gad so ! here they come ; I w^in^ 
to be seen. [Th^ 

Enter ComiT Baldwin, fittdiM Im ^»**BMf aa 

karChiU. 

C» Bald; Whoever cC^out WwMSaJiwiatod ]M 
Mis^ded and sbused 7«a- 
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What could you expect from me i 
ha. Oh, 1 have nothing to expect on earth ! 

?iit misery ib very apt to talk : 
thought I might be heard. 
C Bald. What can you say i 
Is there in eloquence^ can there be in words 
A recompensing pow'r, a remedy^ 
A reparation ofthe injuries. 
The great calamities, that you have brought 
On me and mine? You have destroyed those hopes 
I fondly raised, through my declining life, 
To rest my age upon ; and most undone me. 
J«a. L have unaone myself too. 
C. Bald. Speak it again ; 
Sajr still you are undone ; and I will hear you. 
With pleasure hear you. 

Jmu Would my ruin please you ? 
C Bald. Beyond all other pleasures. 
Isa. Then you are pleased — ^fbr I am most undone. 
C Bald I pray'd but for revenge, imd Heav'n has 
heard. 
And sent it to my wishes ; these grey hairs 
Would have gone down in sorrow to the grave. 
Which you have dug for me, without the thought. 
The thought of leaving you more wretched here* 

/ml Indeed I am most wretched— 
I lost with Biron all the joys of life : 
But now its last supporting means are gone. 
AD the kind helps that Heav'n in pity raised, 
In diaritable pi^ to our wants. 
At last have left us : now bereft of all. 
But this last trial of a cruel father, 
To save us both from sinking. Oh, my child ! 
Kneel with me, knock at nature in his heart : 
let the resemblance of a once-loved son 
%eak in this little one, who never wrong'd yoU| 
Ajid plead the fatherless and widow's cause. 
Oil, if you ever hope to be forgiven, 
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As you will need to be forgiven too» 

Forget our faults, that Heaven may pardon yottrs! 

CBald. How dare you mention Heaven! Gall Is 
mind 
Tour perjured vows ; jour plighted, broken ftiA 
To Heav*n, and all things holy ; were you not 
Devoted, wedded to a life recluse, 
The saci^ habit on, profess'd and sworn, 
A votary for ever ? Can you think 
The sacril^ous wretch, that robs the shrine^ 
Is thunder-proof? 

ha. There, there, began my woes. 
Oh ! had I never seen my Biron's face. 
Had he not tempted me, I had not fail'ny 
But still continued innocent and free 
Of a bad world, which only he had pow'r 
To reconcile, and make me try again. 

C. Bald. Your own inconstancy 
Beconciled you to the world : / 

He had no hand to bring you back again, 
But what you gave him. Circe, you prevail*^ 
Upon his honest mind ; and what he did 
Was first inspired by you. 

Im. Not for myself— for I am past the hopes 

Of being heard — but for this innocent 

And then 1 never will disturb you more. 

C. Bald* I almost pity the unhappy child: 
But being your s 

/«z. I^k on him as your son*s ; 
And let his part in him answer for mine. 
Oh, save, defend him, save him from the wrongs 
That fall upon the poor ! 

C. Bald, It touches me— - 
And I will save him — But to keep him safe^ 
Never come near him more. 

ha. What ! take him from me? 
No, we must never part ; His the last hold 
Of comfort I have lefl ; and when he faih^ 
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AU goes aloDg with him : Oh ! could you be 
rii^ tyrant to divorce life from my life i 
i live but in my child. 
No, let me pray in vain, and beg my bread 
From door to door, to feed his daily wants, 
Rather than always lose him. 

C Bald. Then have your child, and feed him with 
your prayers. Away I 

Isa^ Then Heaven have mercy on me ! 

lExit, toith Child. 

C Bald. You rascal slave, what do I keep you for ? 
How came this woman in I 

Samp. Why, indeed, my lord, I did as good as tell 
b^r betbre, my thoughts upon the matter 

CBdtd. Did you so, sir ? Now then tell her mine : 
Tell her I sent you to her. There's one more to pro- 
vide for. Begone, go all together. Take any road 
but this to beg or starve in, but never, never see me 
Kore,— [He drives them off before hin^ 
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SCENE I. 

The Street. 

Enter\iLLEROY and Carlos, meeting. 

VU. My friend, I fear to ask — ^but Isabella* 
The lovely widow's tears, her orphan's cries. 

Thy father must feel for them ? No, I read, 

I read their cold reception in thine eyes 

Thou pitiest them — though Baldwin — but I spare him 
For Carlos' sake ; thou art no son of his. 
'ilheee needs not this to endear thee more to me. 
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Car. My Villeroy, the falherless, the widow. 
Are terms not understood within these gates 
You must forgive him ; sir, he thinks this woman 

Is Biron*8 fate» that hurried him to death 

I must not think on't, lest my friendship stagger* 
My friend% my sister's mutual adfants^e. 
Have reconciled my bosom to its task. 

ViL Advantage ! think not 1 intend to raise 
An interest from Isabella's wrongs. 
Your father may have interested ends 
In her undoing ; but my heart has none; 
Her happiness must be my interestf 
And that I would restore* 

Car. Why, so I mean* 
These hardships, that my father lays upon her, 
I'm sorry for, and wish I could prevent ; 
But he will have his way. Since there's no hope 
From her prosperity, her change of fortune 
May alter the condition of her thoughts, 
And make for you. 

VU. She is above her fortune. 

Car, Try her again. Women commonly love 
According to the circumstances they are in* 

ViL Common women may. 
No, though I live but in the hopes of her, 
And languish for th' enjoyment of those hopes; 
I'd rather pine in a consuming want 
Of what I wish, than have the blessing minci 
From any reason but consenting love. 
Oh ! let me never have it to remember, 
I could betray her coldly to comply : ' 
When a clear gen'rous choice bestows her on me, 
I know to value the unequall'd gift : 
I would not have it, but to value it. 

Car. Take your own way ; remember, what I offer'd 
Came from a friend. 

ViL 1 understand it so. 
I'll serve her for herself, without the thought 
Of a reward. [£«f- 
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Car. Agree that point between you. 
[f you marry her any way, you do my business. 
[ know hlm-^What his generous sout intends 
Ripens my plots— PJl first to Isabella. 
L must keep up appearances with her too. IRslu 



SCENE II. 

House. 

Isabella and Nurse discovered. Isabella's Son 

at play, 

Isa, Sooner, or later, all things pass away. 
And are no more. The beggar and the king. 
With equal steps, tread forward to their end ; 
The reconciling grave 

Swallows distinction first, that made us foes; 
Then all alike lie down in peace together. 
When will that hour of peace arrive for me ^ 
In Heav'n I shall find it. — Not in Heaven, 
If my old tyrant father can dispose 
Of things above. — But there his interest 
May be as poor as mine, and want a friend 
As much as I do here. [Weeping 

Nurse. Good madaqi, be comforted. 
Isa. Do I deserve to be this outcast wretch. 
Abandoned thus, and lost ? But 'tis my lot, 
The will of Heav'n, and I must not complain : 
I will not for myself: let me bear all 
The violence of 'your wrath ; but spare my child s 
Let tfpt my sins be visited on him : 
They are ; they must; a general ruin falls 
Oo every thing about me : thou art lost, 
^oor Nurse, by being near me. 

Jfurse, I can work, or beg, to do you service. 
isa, Couid I forget 
'Vliat I have been, I might the better bea^ 

Jb2 
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What I am destined to. Wild hurrying thoughtl 
Start every way from my distracted 8oul» 
To find out hope, and only meet despair. 
What answer have 1 ? 

Enter Sampson. 

Samp, Why, truly, very little to the purpose : like 
a Jew as he is, he says you have had more already 
than the jewels are worth : he wishes you would 
rather think of redeeming ^em, than expect any more 
money upon 'em. [£xit Sampsok. 

Isa. So :«-Poverty at home, and debts abroad! 
My present fortune bad ; my hopes yet worse ! 
What will become of me ! 
This ring is all 1 have left of value now; 
'Twas given me by my husband ; his first gift 
Upon our marriage : I've always kept it 
With my best care, the treasure next my life : 
And now but part with it to support Hie, 
Which only can be dearer. Take it, NursOi 
'Twill stop the cries of hunger for a time ; 
Take care of it : 

Manage it as the last remaining friend 
That would relieve us. [Exii Nurs£.] HeaWn can 
only tell . 

Where we shall find another My dear boy ! 

The labour of his birth was lighter to me 
Than of my fondness now ; my tiears for him 
Are more, than in that hour of hovering deathi 

They could be for myself He minds me not. 

His little sports have taken up his thoughts : 
Oh, may they never feel the pangs of mine! 
Thinking will make me mad : why must I think, 
When no thought brings me comfort ? 

Enter Nurse. 

Nurse. Oh, madam! you are utterly ruined and. 
undone ; your creditors of ail kinds are come in upoa 
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you ; they have mustered up a regiment of rogues, 
that are come to plunder your house, and seize upon 
all you have in the world : they are below. >^at 
will you do» madam ? 

Isa. Do ! nothing ! no, fof I am bom to sufier. 

Enter Carlos, 

Car. Oh> sister ! can I call you by that name. 
And be the son of this inhuman man, 
Inveterate to your ruin ? 
Do not think I am akin to his barbarity. 
I must abhor my father's usage of you. 
Can you think 

Of any way that I may serve you in ? 
But what enrages most my sense of grief. 
My sorrow tor your wrongs, is, that my father^ 
Foreknowing well the storm that was to fall, . 
Has ordered me not to appear for you. 

Isa. I thanli; your pity ; my poor husband fell 
For disobeying him ; do not you stay 
To venture his displeasure too for me. 

Car. You must resolve on something— [EwiU 

Isa, Let my fate 
Determine for me; I shall be prepared^ 
The worst that can befall me is to die.— - 
Hark, they are coming : let the torrent foar ; 
It can but overwhelm me in its fall ; 
And life and death are now alike to me. 

[^Exeura, the Nyii$£ leading the Child. 

' ^ SCENB III. 

Antichamber in Isabella's House. 

Carlos and Yillbroy, mth Officers. 

Vil, No farther violenc e 
The debt in all is but four thouBan^ cxontca^ 
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Were it ten times the sum, I think you know 

My fortune very well can answer it. 

You have my word for this : 1*11 tee you paid. 

()ffi. That's as much as we can desire : so we hnt 
the money, no matter whence it comes. 

VU. To-morrow you shall have it 

Car, Thus far all's well 
And now my sister comes to crown the work. [Aade* 

Isa. [fVMin.] Where are these rav'ning Uood- 
houndsy that pursue 
In a full cry, gaping to swallow me i 

Enter Isabella, Nurse, and Child. 

I meet your rage, and come to be devour'd ; 
Say, which way are you to dispose of me ; 
To dungeons, darkness, death i 

Car, Have patience. 

Isa. Patience! 

Offi. You'll excuse us, we are but in our office. 
Debts must be paid. 

Isa. My death will pay you all. [Distractedlif. 

Offi. While there is law to be had; people will have 
their own. 

ViL 'lis very fit they should ; but pray be gone. 
To-morrow certainly [Exeunt Officers. 

Isa. What of to>morrow I 
Must I be reserved for fresh afflictions ? 

Vil. For long happiness of life, I hope. ' 

Isa. There is no hope for me. 
The load grows light, when we resolve to bear : 
I'm ready for my trial. 

Car. PrsLj^ be calm. 
And know your friends. 

Isa. My friends ? Have I a friend i 

Car. A faithful friend ; in your extremest need> 
Villeroy came in to save you 

Isa. Save me ! How ^ 

Car- By satisfying all your creditors. 



i 
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laa. Which way ? for what i 

ViL Let me be understood. 
And then condemn me : you have given me leave 
To be your friend ; and in that only name 
I now appear before you. I could wish 
There had been no occasion of a friend. 
Because I know you hate to1>e obliged ;] 
And still more loth to be obliged by me*. 

Im. 'Twas that I would avoi d . \Amdt. 

VU. I'm most uahappy that my services 
Can be suspected to design upon you; 
I have no farther ends than to redeem you 
From fortune's wrongs ; to shew myseUy at last. 
What I have long profess'd to be, your friend : 
Allow me that ; and to convince you more. 
That I intend only your interest. 
Forgive what I have done, and in amends 
(If that can make you any, that can please you) 
I'll tear myself for ever from my hopeSf 
Stifle this flaming passion in my soul. 
And mention my unlucky love no more* 

Isa. This generosity will ruin me* [^Aside* 

ViL Nay, if the blessing of my looking on you 
Disturbs your peace, I will do all I can 
To keep away, and never see you more. [Gmng* 

Car. You must not go. 

Vil, Could Isabella speak 
Those few short words, I should be rooted here. 
And never move but upon her commands. 

Car. hpeak to him, sister ; do not throw away 
A fortune that invites you to be happy. 
In your extremity he begs your love ; 
And has deserved it nobly. Thii^ upon 
Your lost condition, helpless and alone. 
Though now you have a friend, the time must comt 
That you will want one ; him you may secure 
To be a friend, a father, husband to you* 

Jsa, A husband I 
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Car. You have discharged yoar duty to the dead^ 
And to the living ! 'tis a wilfulness 
Not to give way to your necessities, 
That force you to this marriage. 

Nurse. What must become of this poor innocence I 

[To the cm 

Car. He wants a father to protect bis youth, 
And rear him up to virtue : you must bear 
The future blame, and answer to the world. 
When you refuse the easy, honest means 
Of taking care of him. 

Isa, Do not think I need 
Your reasons, to confirm my gratitude.— 
I have a soul that's truly sensible 
Of your great worth, and busy to contrive, 

iTo Vjxlbsot. 
If possible, to make you a return. 

Vil. Oh, easily possible ! 

Isa, It cannot be your way : my pleasures are 
Buried, and cold in my dead husband's grave ; 
And I should wrong the truth, myself, and you» 
To say that I can ever love again. 
I owe this declaration to myself: 
But as a proof that I owe all to you, 
I^ after what I have said, you can resolve 
To think me worth your love — Where am I going i 
You cannot think it ; 'tis impossible* 

VU. Impossible I 

Isa, You should not ask me now, nor should I 
grant; 
I am so much obliged, that to consent 
Would want a name to recommend the gift r 
'Twould show me poor, indebted, and compeli'd. 
Designing, mercenary : and 1 know 
You would not wish to think I could be bought 

ViL Be bought ! where is the price that can pretend 
To bargain for you i Not m 'Fortune's oower. 
The joys of Heav'ni and Yo^e, i!i\jkax.>Q^\i«xwfi'^\ 
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Tbey are not to be sold, and cannot be deserved. 

Jsa. Some other time Pll hear you on this subject. 

Vil. Nay, then there is no time so fit for me. 

[Follomng her. 
Since you consent to hear me, hear me now ; 
That you may grant : you are above [Takes her HantL 
The little forms which circumscribe your sex ; 
We difier but in time, let that be mine. 

Isa. You think fit 
To get the better of me> and you shall ; 
Smce you will have it s o . I will be yours. 

* VU. I take you at your word. 

Isa. I give you ail, 
My hand : and would I had a heart to give : 
But if it ever can return again, 
*Tis wholly yours. 

ViL Oh ecstacy of joy ! 
lieave that to me. If all my services, 
If all that man can fondly say or do, 
Can beget love, love shall be bom again. 
Oh, Carlos ! now my friend, and brother too : 
And, Nurse, I have eternal thanks for thee. 

[Exeunt Nurse and Child. 
This night you roust be mine. 
Xet me command in this, and all my life 
Shall be devoted to you. 

Xra. On your word, 
liever to press me to put ofi^ these weeds, 
^Wbich b^ become my melancholy thoughts, 
Ton shall command me. 

ViL Witness, Heaven and earth,* 
Jlgainst my soul, when I do any thing 
To give you a disquiet 

Car. 1 long to wish you joy« 

ViL You'll be a witness of my happiness i 

Car. For once Pll be my sister's tiatlier, 
And give her to you, 

VUi Next my Isabella, 
le near my heart : I am for ever yours, (£a:«utt<« 
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ACT THE TfflRD. 



SGBNS I. 



Count Baldwin's House, 



Enter Count Baldwin and Carlos. 

C, Bald. Married to Villeroyy say^st thou ? 

Car. YeSy my lord. 
Last Bight the priest perform'd his holy oflbsej 
And made them one. 

C. Bald. Misfortune job them! 
And may her violated vows pull down 
A lasting curse^ a constancy of sorrow 
On both their beads. 

Car. Soon he'll hate her ; 
Though warm and violent in his raptures now^ 
When full enjoyment palls his sickened sense^ 
And reason with satiety returns. 
Her cold constrained acceptance of bis hand 
Will gall his pride, which (though of late o*erpowei 
By stronger passions) will, as they grow weak, 
Rise in full force, and pour its vengeance on her. 

C. Bald. Now, Carlos, take example to thy aid 
Let Biron's disobedience, and the curse 
He took into his bosom, prove a warning, 
A monitor to thee, to keep thy duty 
Firm and unshaken. 

Car. May those rankling wounds, 
Which Biron's disobedience gave my father. 
Be heal'd by me. 
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C Bald. With tears I thank thee, Carlos-*- 
And may'st thou ever feel those invrard joys^ 
Thy duty gives thy father— but, my son. 
We must not let resentment choke our justice ; 
*Tis fit that Villeroy know he has no claim 
From me, in right of Isabella.— -Biron, 
(Whose name brings tears) when wedded to this 

woman. 
By me abandon'd, sunk the little fortune 
liis uncle lefl, in vanity and fondness : 
I am possessed of those your brother's papers, 
Which now are Villeroy's, and, should aught remain. 
In justice it is his ; from me to him 
You shall convey them — ^follow me, and take them. 

[£»Y C. Baldwin, 

Car» Yes, I will take them ; but ere I part with 
them, 
I will be sure my interest will not suffer 
By these his high, refined, fantastic notions 
Of equity and rieht. — What a paradox 
Is man ! My father here, who boasts his honour, 
And even but now was warm in praise of justice^ 
Can steel his heart against the widow's tears. 
And infant's wants : the widow and the infant 
Of Biron ; of his son, his fav'rite son. 
'Tis ever thus weak minds, who court opinion, 
And dead to virtuous feeling, hide their wants 
In pompous affectation— Now to Villeroy^- 
£re this his friends, for he is much beloved, 
Crowd to his house, and with their nuptial songs 
Awake the wedded pair : Til join the throne. 
And in my &ice, at least, bear joy and frienoirti^. 



c 
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fiC£Nl II. 



A Ball Room in Yilleboy's Houte^^^A Band ef 
MusiCf mth Maurice, and other Friends of Yii' 

L^ROY* 

Enter a Servant. 

Maur, Where's your master, my good firiend ? 

Serv> Within, sir. 
Preparing for the welcome of his friends. 

Maur. Acquaint him we are here ; yet stay* 

[^f^ Servaet. 
The voice of music gently shall surprise him. 
And breathe our salutations to his ear. 
Strike up the strain to Vtlieroy^s happiness. 
To Isabella's — But he's here ahready. 

Enter Villeroy. 

Ft/. My friends. 
Welcome all 
What means this preparation I [Seeing the Muuc, 

Maur. A slight token 
Of our best wishes for your growing happinessn— — * 
You must permit our friendships— - 

Vil. You oblige me ' 

Maur* But your lovely bride. 
That wonder of her sex, she must appear. 
And add new brightness to this happy momingn 

ViL She is not yet prepared ; and let her inll. 
My worthiest friend, determine her behaviour ; 
To win, and not to force her disposition. 
Has been my seven years task. She wiU anon 
Speak welcome to you all. The music stajrs. 

JVillis:ROY and Ku FTie«id& Mcut theamhth 
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EFITHALAMIUM. 

Woman. Lei aU^ let aU be gay^ 

Begin the rapturous lay » 
Let mirthf let mirth and joy f 
Each happy hour employ 
Ofthisjair bridal day. 

Man. Ye love^wing^d hours^ yourJUghtt 
Your d&oinyjlight prepare^ 
Bring eo^ry soft deUght 
To sooth the brave and fair, 
ffaili happy pair 9 thus in each other blessed ^ 
Be ffoerjreejrom care, of ev'ry joy possessed I 

VU. I thank you for this proof of vour affection : 
J am so much transported with the thoughts 
Of what I am, I know Aot what I do. 

My Isabella ! ^but, possessing her, 

Who would not lose himself ?--- 

Where's Carlos now ? 

Methinks 1 am but half myself without him. 

Maur^ This is wondernil! married, and yet in 
raptures. 

Vil. Oh! when you all get wives, and such at 
mine, 
(If such another woman can be found) 
You will rave too, dote on the dear content. 
And prattle in their praise out of all bounds. 
I cannot speak my bliss ! 'Tis in my head, 
'Tis in my heart, and takes up all my soul—* 
The labour of my fancy. — 

Enter Isabella and Childn 

My Isabella ! Oh, the joy of mv heart, 
That I have leave at last to call you mine f 
But let me look upon you, view you well* 
This is a welcome gallantry indeed ! 
I durst not ask; but it was kind to grant, * 
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Ju8t at this time : dispensing with your dress 
Upon this second day to greet our friends. 

Isa. Black might be ominous ; 
I would not bring ill luck along with mew 

ViL Oh! if your melancholy thoughts could 
change 
With shiftinff of your dress— Time has done curss 
Incredible this way, and may agmn. 

Isa. 1 could have wishM, if you liad thought it fit. 
Our marriage had not been so public 

Ft/. Do not you gtudee me my excess of love; 
That was a cause it could not be conceal'd : 
Besides, 'twould injure the opinion 
I have of my good tbrtune, having you; 
And lessen it in other people's thoughts. 

Enter Carlos. 

ViL My Carlos too, who came in to the support 
Of our bad fortune, has an honest ri^ht. 
In better times, to share the good with us. 

Car. I come to claim that ri^ht, to share your joy ; 
To wish you joy ; and find it m myself; ~ 
For a friend's happiness reflects a warmth, 
A kindly comfort, into every heart 
That is not envious. 

VU. He must be a friend indeed. 
Who is not envious of a happiness 
So absolute as mine : there's the cause ; 
Thank her for what I am, and what must be : 

[^Mtisic^fiauriA, 
I see you mean a second entertainment. 
My dearest Isabella, you must hear 
The raptures of mv friends ; from thee they spring; 
Thy virtues have difiused themselves around, 
And made them all as happy as myself. 

Isa. I feel their &vours with a grateful hearti 
And willingly comply. * 
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DUET. 

Take the gifts the gods intend ye f 
Grateful meet tM prqffer^djoy ; 

Truth and honour shau attend ye ; 
Charms that n^er can change or cloy^ 

Qhf the raptures of possessing, 

Taking beauty to thy arms / 
Php the joy y the lasting blessing. 

When ijoith virtue beauty charms I 
Purerjktmes shaU gently xvarm ye; 
Love and honour both shaU charm thee. 

Car. You'll take by advice another time, sister. 

ViU What have you done ? A rising smile 
Stole from her thoughts, just redd'ning on her cheek| 
And you have dash'd it 

Car. I'm sorry for't, 

VU. My friends, you will forgive me, when I own« 
I must prefer her peace to all the world ? 
Come, isabeUa, let qs Jead the way : 
Withib we'll speak our welcome to our friends, 
And crown the happy festival with joy. {ExptnU. 



SCENE III. 

A, Room, 

Enter Sampson and Nurse. 

Samp, Ay, marry, nurse, here's a master, indeed ! 
He'll double our wages for us I If he comes on as fast 
with my lady, as he does with his servants, we are all 
in the way to be well pleased. 

Nurse, He's in a rare humour ; if she be in as 
good a one 

Sanq>, If she be, n^arry, we n^ay e'en say, they 
have begot it upon one another. 

NursOf Well ; why don't you go back af|BASL\.o ^<i^i^ 

c 3 • 
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old Count i You thought your throat cut, I warrant 
youy to be turned out of a nobleman's service. 

Samjh For the future, I will never serve in a home 
where the master or mistress of it lie single : ihey are 
out of humour with every body when they are not 
pleased themselves. Now, this matrimony makei 
every thing so well. There^s mirth and money stir- 
ring about when those matters go as they shouuida 

Nurse. Indeed, this matrimony, Sampson—— 

Samp. Ah, nurse ! this matrimony is a very good 
thing b ut what, now my lady is married, 1 hope 
we snail have company come to the house : there's 
something always coming from one gentleman or 
other upon those occasions, if my lady loves company. 
This feasting looks well, nurse. 

Nurse* Odso, my master ! we must not be seen. 

Enter Villirot, toith a Letter^ and Isabella. 

VU. I must away this moment — see his letter, 
Sign'd by himself: alas ! he could no more; 
My brother's desperate, and cannot die 
In peace, but in my arms. 

Isa. So suddenly ! 

VU. Suddenly taken, on the road to Brussels, 
To do us honour, love ; unfortunate ! 
Thus to be torn from thee, and all those charms, 
Though cold- to me and dead. 

Isa. Pm sorry for the cause. 

VU. Oh ! could I think. 
Could I persuade myself, that your concern 
For me, or for my absence, were the spring. 
The fountain of these melancholy thoughts. 
My heart would dance, spite of the sad occasieo. 
And be a gay companion in my journey ; 
But. 
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Enter Carlos. 

My good Carlos, why have you left my friends i 

Car, They are departed home. 
They saw some sudden melancholy news 
Had stolen the lively colour from your cheek- 
You had withdrawn, the bride, alarm'dy had followed: 
Mere ceremony had been constraint ; and this 
Good-natured rudeness. 

Vil. Was the more obliging. 
There, Carlos, is the cause. [Gives the letter* 

Car* Unlucky accident ! 
Th* archbishop of Malines, your worthy brother—— 
With him to>night 1 Sister, will you permit it ^ 

ViL It must be so. 

Isa. You hear it must be so. ^ 

ViL Oh, that it must ! 

Car. To leave your bride so soon ! 

ViL But havine the possession of my love, 
I am the better able to support 
My absence in the hopes of my return* 

Car. Your stay will be but snort ? 

ViL It will seem long ! 
The longer that my Isabella sighs : 
I shall be jealous of this rival grief, 
It takes so full possession of thy heart. 
There is not room enough for mighty love 

Enter Servant, lowSf and exit. 

My horses wait : farewell, my love ! You, Carlos, 
Will act a brother's part, till I return. 
And be the guardian here. All, all I have 
That's dear to me, I give up to your care. 

Car, And I receive her as a friend and brother. 

Vil. Nay, stir not, love ! for the night air is cold, 
And the dews fall — Here be our end of parting; 
Carlos wiiJ see me to my home, \£xit v)iiK^K&:w»^« 
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J$a. Oh, may thy brother better all thy hopes | 
Adieu. 
A sudden melancholy bakes my blood I 

Forgive me, Villeroy 1 do not find 

lliat cheerful gratitude thy service asks : 

Yet, if I know my heart, and sure I doy 

'Tis not averse from honest obligation. 

I'll to my chamber, and to bed : my mind» 

My harassed mind is weary. [£xff; 



ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE I. 

The Street. 

Enter Biron and Belford* 

Bir, The longest day will have an end ; we are 
got home at last. 

BeL We have got our legs at liberty ; and liberty 
18 home, where'er we go ; Uiough mine lies most in 
England. 

hir» Pray, let me call this yours : for what I can 
command in Brussels, you shall find your own. I 
have a father here, who, perhaps, after seven years 
absence, and costing hini nothing in my travels, may 
be glad to see me. You know my story— —How 
(does my disguise become me I 

BeL Just as you would have it; 'tis naturali and 
will conceal you. 

Bir. To-morrow ypu shall be sure to find me here, 
as early as you please. This is the house, you have 
qjbserved the street. 
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Bel I warrant you : your directions will carry me 
to my lodgings. [Exit^ 

Bir. Good night, my friend.-— 
The long-expected moment is arrived ! . 

And if ail here is well, my past sorrows 
Will only heighten my excess of joy ; 
And nothing will remain to wish or hope for ! 

[Knoch again0 

I 
Enter Sampson. 

Samp. Who's there ? What would you have i 

Bir. Is your lady at home, friend ? 

Samp, Why, truly, friend, it is my emplojrment ta 
answer impertinent questions : but for my lady's be* 
ing at home, or no, that's just as my lady pleases* 

Bir. But how shall I know whether it pleases her 
or no ? 

Samp. Why, if you'll take my word for itf you 
may carry your errand back again : she never pleases 
to see any body at this time of night, that she does 
not know : and by your dress and appearance I am 
sure you must be a stranger to her. 

Bir. But I have business ; and you don't know 
how that may please her* 

Samp. Nay, if you have business, she is the best 
judge whether your business will please her or no 4 
therefore I will proceed in my c^ce, and know of my 
lady whether or no she is pleased to be at home oH 
no— [Going. 

Enter Nursb* 

Nurse. Who's that you are so busy withal ? Me- 
thinks you might have found an answer in fewer 
words: but, Simpson, you love to hear yourself 
prate sometimes, as well as your betters, that I must 
say for ^ou« Let me come to him. Who would you 
speak with, straoger i 
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Bir. With you, mbtress, if you could help me to 
speak to your lady. 

Nurse* Yes, sir, I can help you in a civil wq^: 
but can nobody do your business but my lady ? 

Bir. Not 80 well ; but if you carry her this a% 
she'll know my business better. 

Nurse, There's no love-letter in it, I hope ; yst 
look like a civil gentleman. In an honest way, I 
may bring you an answer. [Exit* 

Bir. My old nurse, only a little older ; They saj 
the tongue grows always ; mercv on me ! then tier's 
is seven years longer smce I left her. Yet there is 
something in these servants' folly pleases me: the 
cautious conduct of the family appears, and spesks 
in their impertinence. Well, mistress 

Nurse returns. 

Nursem I have deliver'd your ring, sir ! pray Hea- 
ven, you bring no bad news along with you I 

Bir. Quite contrary, I hope. 

Nurse* Nay, I hope so too ; but my lady was veiy 
much surprised when I gave it her. Sir, 1 am but s 
servant, as a body may say ; but if you'll walk in, 
that I may shut the doors, for we keep very orderly 
hours, I can show you into the parlour, and help joa 
to an answer, perhaps as soon as those that are wiser. 

[Eak 

Bir. ril follow you 
Now all my spirits hurry to my heart. 
And every sense has taken the alarm 
At this approaching interview ! 
Heavens ! how I tremble ! [EsiVt 

SCENE II. 

A Chamber. 

Enter Isabella. 

Isa Pve heard oi w\tc\ve»,xsi'^^t«^v^s^\^MR«9K 
That have made ikaiuie %xwX.^tomWt ^^^>a!tK.. 



BCENBII.] ISABELLA* 85 

The sun has been eclipsed^ the moon drawn down 
From her career, still paler, and subdued 
To the abuses of this under world ! 
Now I believe all possible. This ring^ 
This little ring, with necromantic force, 
Has raised the ghost of pleasure to my fears; 
Conjured the sense of honouri and of love. 
Into such shapes, they fright me from myself 1 
I dare not think of them— - 

Enter NuRSSi 

Nurse. Madam, the gentleiban'd below. 

Isa. I had forgot, pray let me speak with him ; 

[£n^NtBSE« 
This ring was the first present of my love 
To Biron, my first husband : I must blush 
To think I have a second. Biron died 
(Still to my loss^ at Candy ; there's my hope. 
Oh, do I live to nope, thkt he died there i 
It must be so ; he's dead, and this rins left, 
Bj his last breath, to some known faiwful friejldi 
To bring me back again ; 
That's all I have to trust to-^- 

Efder Biron. [Isabblla looking at himJ] 

My fears were woman's-— —I have view'd him all : 
And let me, let me say it to myself, 
I live again, and rise but from his tomb* 

Bir, Have you forgot me quite i 

Isa* Forgot you! 

JBm Then nirewell my disguise, and my nusfor« 
tunes. 
My Isabella ! 

[He goes to her^ she shrieks, andfaifiii* 

Isa. Ha! 

Bir, Oh ! come again : 
Thy Biron summons thee to life and love; 
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Thy once-loved, ever-loving hudiand 

Thy Biron speaks to thee. 

Excess of love and joy, for my return. 

Has overpower'd her 1 was to blame 

To take thy sex's softness unprepared : 

But sinking thus, thus dying m my armst 

This ecstacy has made my welcome more 

Than words could say. Words may be counterfeiti 

False coin'd, and current only from die tonffu^ 

Without the mind ; but passion's in the soi^ 

And always speaks the heart. 

Isa. Where have I been i Why do you keep him 
from me ? 
I. know his voice : my life« upon the wing. 
Hears the soft lure that brings me back again \ 
'Tis he himself, my Biron. 
Do I hold you fast, 
Never to part again ? 
If I must fall, death's welcome in these anna. 

JBtV. Live ever in these arms. 

Isa. But pardon me, 
Excuse the wild disorder of my souli 
The joy, the strange surprising joy of seeing yoUt 
Of seeing you again, distracted me 

Bir. Thou everlasting goodness ! 

Isa. Answer me : 
What hand of Providence has brought you back 
To your own home again I 
O, tell me all, 
For every thought confounds me. 

Bir, My best life ! at leisure, all. 

Isa. We thought you dead ; kill'd at the siege of 
Candy. 

Bitm There I fell among the dead ; 
But hopes of life reviving from my wounds, 
I was preserved but to be made a slave ; 
I often writ to my hard father, but never had 
An answer | I writ to thee 
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Isa. What a world of woie 
Had been prevented but in hearing from you 1 

Bir* Alas ! thou could'st qot help me. 

Isa. You do not know how much I could hlive done ; 
At least, Vm sure I could have suffered all ; 
I would have sold myself to slavery, 
Without redemption ; giv'n up my child. 
The dearest part of piey to basest wants——* 

Bir. My little boy ! 

Isa. My life, but to have heard 
You were alive. 

Bir. No more, my love ; complaining of the past^ 
We lose the present joy. *Tis over price. 
Of all my pains, that thus we meet again— 
I have a thousand things to say to thee 

Isa. 'Would I were past the hearing ! \ Aside. 

Bir, How does my child, my boy, my father, too ? 
I hear he's living still. 

Isa. Well, both, both well ; 
And may he prove a father to your hopes, 
Though we have found him none. 

Bir. Come, no more tears. 

Isa. Seven long years of sorrow for your loss. 
Have mourn'd with m e 

Bir. And all my days to come 
Shall be employed in a kind recompense 
For thy afflictions — Can't I see my boy > 

Isa. He's gone to bed; I'll have him brought to you. 

Bir. To-morrow 1 shall see him ; I want rest 
Myself, after this weary pilgrimage. 

Isa. Alas ! what shall I get for you i 

Bir. Nothing but rest, my love I To-night I would 
not 
Be known, if possible, to your family : 
I see my nurae is with you ; her welcome 
Would be tedious at this time ; 
To-morrow will do better. 
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Is(u I'll dispose of her, and order every thin^ 
As you would have it. [Ed, 

Bir. Grant me but lifey good Heav*n, and give the 
means 
To make this wondVous goodness some amends; 
And let me then tbrget her» if I can ! 
O ! she deserves of me much morCi than I 
Can lose for her, though I again could venture 
A father, and his fortune, for her love ! 
You wretched fathers, l;>Iind as fortune all ! 
Not to perceive, that such a woman's worth 
Weighs down the portions you provide your sons: 
What is youi* irash, what all your heaps of gold, 
Compared to this, my heart-felt happiness t 
What has she, in my absence, undergone I 
I must not think of that ; it drives me back 
Upon myself, the fatal cause of all. 

Enter Isabella. 

Isa. I have obcy'd your pleasure ; 
Every thing is ready for you. 

Bir, I can want nothing here ; possessing thee, 
All my desires are carry'd to their aim 
Of happiness : there's no room for a wish. 
But to continue still this blessing to me : 
I know the way, my love. I shall sleep sound. 

Isa. Shall I attend you ? 

Bir. By no means : 
I've been so long a slave to others' pride. 
To learn, at least, to wait upon myself; 
You'll make haste after 

Isa. I'll but say my prayers, and follow you— • 

lExit BiRON. 
My prayers ! no, I must never pray again. 
Prayers have their blessings, to reward our hopes, 
But 1 have nothing left to hope for more. 
What Heav'n could give I have enjoy'd ; but now 
The baneful planet rises on my fate, 
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And what's to come is a long life of woe; 

Yet I may shorten it ■ 

1 promised him to follow — ^him ! 

Is he without a name ? Biron, my husband— 

My husband ! ha ! What then is Villeroy ? 

Obf Biron, hadst thou come but one day sooner ! 

[Wetting, 
—What's to be done i — ^for something must be done. 
Two husbands I married to both. 
And yet a wife to neither ! Hold, my brain ■ 
Ha ! a lucky thought 

Works the right way to rid me of them all ; 
All the reproaches, in&unies, and scorns. 
That every tongue and finger will find for me. 
Let the just horror of my apprehensions 
But keep me warm.*-no matter what can come. 
'Tis but a blow— yet I will see him first — 
Have a last look, to heighten my despair, 
And then to rest for ever.-^-« 

BiROK meets her. 

Bir. Despair and rest for ever ! Isabella ! 
These words are far firom thy condition ; 
And be they ever so. I heard thy voice. 
And could not bear thy absence ; come, my love ! 
You. have stay'd long, there's nothing, nothing sure 
Now to despair of in succeeding fate. 

Isa, I am contented to be miserable. 
But not this way : I've been too long abused, 
Let me sleep on, to be deceived no more. 

Bir, liOok up, my love, I never did deceive thee^ 
Nor ever can ; believe thyself, thy eyes 
Thai first iniSamed, and light me to my love, 
Those stars, that still must guide me to my joy& 

Isa. And me to my undoing : I look round, 
And find no path, but leading to the grave^ 

Bir. I cannot understand thee, 

/mu if marriages 
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Are made in Heaven^ they should be happier : 
Why was I made this wretch ! 

Bir. Has marriage made thee Wfetched ? 

Isa. Miserable, beyond the reach of oomibrt. 

Bir. Do I live to hear thee say so ? 

Isa, Why, what did I say ? 

Bir, That 1 have made thee miserable. 

/so. No : you are my only earthly lumpinesBt 
And my &lse tongue belied my honest hearty 
If it said otherwise. 

Bir. And yet you said. 
Your marriage nrnde you miserable* 

Im. I know not what I said : 
I've said too much, unless I could speak alL 

Bir. Thy words are wild ; my eyes^ my earSi my 
hearty 
Were all so full of thee, so much emplojr'd 
In wonder of thy charms, I could not find it; 
Now 1 perceive it plain 

Isa. You'll tell nobody—— 

Bir. Thou art not weiL 

laa. Indeed I am not ; I knew that before; 
But where's the remedy ? 

Bir. Rest will relieve thy cares : corne^ comoi no 
more; 
I'll banish sorrow from thee. 

Jsa. Banish first the cause. 

Bir. Heaven knows how willingly. 

Jsa. You are the only cause. 

Bir. Am I the cause ? the cause of thy misfortunes ? 

Isa. The fatal innocent cause of all my woes. 

Bir. Is this my welcome home ! This the reward 
Of all my miseries, long labours, pains. 
And pining wants of wretched slavery, 
Which I've outlived, only in hopes of thee. 
Am I thus paid at last for deathless love : 
And cali'd the cause of thy fukfortunei now i 



/sa. Enquire no more ; 'twill be explained too soon. 

[Going of. 

Bir. What ! canst thou leave me too ? 

ha. Pray let me go : 
For both our sakes, permit me. 

Bir, Rack me not with imaginations 

Of things impossible Thou canst not mean 

What thou hast said — Yet something she must meaii. 
— -'Twas madness all-r-Coropose th^^self, my love ! 
The fit is past ; all may be well again : 
Let us to bed. 

Isa. To bed ! You've raised the storm 
Will sever us for ever. 

Bir. Nothing shall ever part us. 

Isa. Oh 1 there's a fatal story to be told ; 
Be deaf to that, as Heaven has been to me ! 
When thou shalt hear how much thou hast been 

wronged. 
How wilt thou curse thy fond believing heart. 
Tear me from the warm bosom of thy love. 
And throw me like a poisonous weed away ! 
All things have their end. 
When 1 am dead, forgive and pity me; [E^. 

Bir. Stay, my Isabella ! 
What can she mean I These doubtipgs will distract 

me: 
Some hidden mischief soon will burst to light ; 
I cannot bear it , I must be satisfied-— 
^is she, my wife, must clear this darkness to me. 

She shalL-if the sad tale ^t last must come. 

She is py &te, and best psM^ ;spe?ik my dpom. 

Exit. 
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ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCEUX I* 

A Chamber, 

Enter Biron and Nurse. 

Bir. I know enough : th' important questioff 
Of life or death, feanul to be resolved, 
Is dear'd to me : t see where it must end : 
And need enquire no more — Fray, let me have 
Pen, ink, and paper ; I must write a while. 
And then I'll try to rest — ^to rest for ever ! 

[^Exit NuBSE. 
Poor Isabella ! now I know the cause. 
The cause of thy distress, and cannot wonder 
That it has turn'd thy brain. If I look back 
Upon thy loss, it will distract me too. 
Ob, any curse but this might be removed ! 
But 'twas the rancorous malignity 
Of all ill stars combined, of Heav'n and fat e — 
Hold, hold my impious tongue — Alas ! I rave : 
Why do I tax the stars, or Heav'n, or fate ? 
My father and my brother are my fates. 
That drive me to my ruin. They knew well 
I was alive. Too well they knew how dear 
My Isabella— —Oh ! my wife no more ! 
How dear her love was to me — Yet they stood. 
With a malicious silent joy, stood by. 
And saw her give up all my happiness. 
The treasure of her beauty to another ; 
Stood by, and saw her married to another : 
Oh, cruel father, and unnatural brother 1 
I have but to accuse you of my wrongs. 
And the.i to fall forgotten Sleep or death 
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Sits heavy on me, and benumbs my paini : 
Either is welcome ; but the hand of death 
Works alwap sure, and best can dose my ejtSL 

[ExU Bimov. 

Enter Ku&se and Sampsok. 

Nurse. Here's strange things towards, Sampson i 
what will be the end of 'em, do you think ? 

Samp. Nay, marry, Nurse, 1 can't see so far ; but 
the law, I believe, is on BIron, the first husband's side. 

Nurse, Yes ; no question, he has the hiw oin his side. 

Satnp. For I have heard, the law svjrs, a 
must be a widow, all out seven years, befim she 
marry again, according to law. 

Nurse. Ay, so it does; and our lady has not been 
a widow altogether seven yeans. 

San^, Why then, Nurse, mark my words, and say 
I told you 80,— the man must have his wiSt again, and 
all will do well. 

Nurse. But if our master, Villeroj, comei back 
again — 

Samp, Why, if he does, he is not die fifit maa 
that has had his wife taken from him* 

Nurse, For fear of the worst, will you go to the old 
Count, and desire him to come as soon as he caa ; 
there may be mischief, and he is able to prevent it. 

Samp. Now you say something ; now 1 take yon. 
Nurse ; that will do well, indeed ; mischief should be 
prevented, a little thing will make a quarrel, when 
there's a woman in the way» I'll about it instantly* 

l^gcunt. 
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aCENI II. 

A Chamberm 

BiRON asleep on a Couch. 

Enter Isabella. 

7m. Asleep so soon ! Oh| happy ! happj thoii» 
Who thus can sleep ! I never shall sleep more— 
If then to sleep be to be happy, he, 
Who sleeps the longest, is the happiest ; 
Death is tne longest sleep—Oh, have a care ! 
Mischief will thrive apace. Never wakeonore. 

XTo Birom 
If thou didst ever love thy Isabella, 
To-morrow must be doomsday to thy peace. 
•—The sight of him disarms ev'n death itself. 
And pleasure grows again 
With looking on him — Let me look my last 
But is a look enough for parting love I 
Sure I may take a kiss— -—Where am I going ? 
Help, help me, Villeroy ! — Mountains and seas 
Divide your love, never to meet my shame. 
Hark! 

What noise was that I A knocking at the gate ! 
It may be Villeroy— No matter who. 

Bir* Come, Isabella, come—- — <• 

Jsa. Hark 1 Vm calPd ! 

Bir, You stay too long from me. 

Jsa. A man's voice ! in my bed ! How came 1 
there I 
Nothing but villainy in this bad world. 
Here's physic for your fever. 

[Dra'm a Dagger^ and goes backward to the Cow. 
If husbands go to Heaven, 
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Where do they go that send them ! — This to try-*-* 
[Going to stab him^ he rises, she shrieks^ 
What do I see ? 

Bir, Isabella, arm'd ! 

Jsa, Against my husband's life ! 

Bir. Thou didst not think it ? 

Isa, Madness has brought me to the gates of heU^ 
And there has left me. 

Bir. Why dost thou fly me so ? 

Isa. I cannot bear his sight ; distraction, come^ 
. Possess me all. 

Shake off my chains, and hasten to my aid ;— » 
Thou art my only cure [Running oul* 

Bir. Poor Isabella, she's not in a condition 
To give me ariy comfort, if she could ; 
Lost to herself — as quickly I shall be 
To all the vrorld — Horrors come fast around me ; 
My mind is overcast— the gathering clouds 
Darken the prospect— I approach the brink, 
And soon must leap the precipice ! Oh ! Heav'n I 

[Kneels^ 
While yet my senses are my own, thus kneeling. 
Let me implore thy mercies on my wife : 
Release her from her pangs ; and if my reason, 
Cyerwhelm'd with miseries, sink before the tempest. 
Pardon those crimes despair may bring upon me. 

[Rises. 

Enter Nurse. 

Nurse. Sir, there's somebody at the door musi 
needs speak with you ; he won't tell his name. 

Bir. 1 come to him [Exit NuRSB.' 

'Tis Belford, I suppose ; he little knows 
Of what has happened here ; I wanted him, 
Must employ his friendship, and then-^ [EsdtM 
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80EME III. 

The Street. 

Enter Carlos, Pedro, and three Ruffians. 

Car* A younger brother ! I was one too lon^ 
Not to prevent ray being so again. 
We must be sudden. Younger brothers are 
But lawful bastards of another name. 
Thrust out of their nobility of birth 
And family, and tainted into trades. 
Shall I be one of them — Bow, and retire. 
To make more room for the unwieldy heir 
To play the fool in ? No 
But how shall I prevent it ? — Biron comes 
To take possession of my father's love — 
'Would that were all 1 there's a birthright toe 
That he will seize. Besides, if Biron lives, \ 

He will unfold some practices, which I 
Cannot well answer— -therefore he shall die ; 
This night must be disposed of: I have means 
That wHl not fail my purpose. — Here he comes. 

Enter Biron. 

' Bir» Ha ! am 1 beset ? I live but to revenge me. 
[Thej/ surround him^ fighting: Villeroy ^ft^^rs 
mth two Servants ; the^ rescue him; Car- 
los and his fartyfiy. 
Vil, How are you, sir \ Mortally hurt, I fear. 
Take care and lead him in. 

Bir, 1 thank you for this goodness, sir : though 'tis 
Bestuw'd upon a very wretch ; and death. 
Though from a villain's hand, had been to me 
An act of kindness, and the height of mercy — 
But 1 thank you, sir. 
VU. Take care «ad Uad \i\m Vcl* VH« is M tii. 
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A Chamber, 

Enter Isabella. 

Isa. Murder my husband ! Oh ! I must not dari^ 
To think of living on ; my desperate hand. 
In a mad rage> may offer it again ; 
Stab me any where but there. Here's room enougk 
In my own breast to act the fury in. 
The proper scene of mischief. 

[Going to stab herself^ Villeroy nins in and 
prevents her^ by taking the "Dagger from her. 

Vil, Angels defend and save thee ! 
Attempt thy precious life ! 
Lay violent hands upon thy innocent self! 

Jm. Swear I am innocent, and I'll believe you. 
What would you have with me ? Pray let me go. 
—Are you there, sir ? You are the very man 
Have done all this.-— You would have made 
Me believe you married me ; but the fool 
Was wiser. 

Vil. Dost thoii not know me, love i 
*11s Villeroy, thy husband. 

Isa, I have none ; no husband— [Weeping 

Never had but one, and he died at Candy. 
Speak, did he not die there I 

Vil. He did, my life. 

Ita. But swear it, quickly swear, 

Enter Biron, bhody^ leaning upon his Sxjoord. 

Before that streaming evidence appears, 
In bloody proof against me — 

[She seeing Biron, swoons ; Villeroy helps her. 
• Vil Help there ! [^Sees Bxron. 

Biron alive i 
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Sir^ The only wretch on earth, that must not Int V* 
VU. Biron or Villeroy musi not, that's decreed. I 
Bir. You've saved me from the hands of murderensl) 
'Would you had not, for life's my greatest plagu^-riT 
And then, of all the world, you are the man 
I would not be obliged to — Isabella ! 
I came to fall before thee : I had died 
Happy, not to have found your Villeroy here i 
A long farewell, and a last parting kiss. [Kissa ier. 
Va. A kiss ! confusion ! it must be your last 
Bir. I know it roust— Here I give up that death 
You but delay'd ; since what is past has been 
The work of fate, thus we must finish it. 
Thrust home, be sure. [Folk 

ViL Alas ! he faints ! some help there. 
Bir. 'Tis all in vain, my sorrows soon will end— 
Oh, Villeroy ! let a dying wretch entreat you 
To take this letter to my father. My Isabella I 
Couldst thou but hear me, my last words should bks 

thee. 
I cannot, though in death, bequeath her to thee. 

[To ViLLEROT. 

But could I hope my boy, my little one, 

Might find a father in thee — Oh, I faint — 

I can no more— Hear me, Heav'n ! Oh i support 

My wife, my Isat)ella ! — Bless my child I 

And take a poor unhappy [Di», 

ViL He's gone — 
My care of her is lost in wild amaze. 
Who waits there ? [Exit 

Isa, lRecoveri7ig,] Where have I been ? — ^Methinks 
I stand upon 
The brink of life, ready to shoot the gulph 
That lies between me and the realms of rest» 
But still detain'd, I cannot pass the strait ; 
Deny'd to live, and yet I must not die ; 
Doom'd to come back, like a complaining ghost. 
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ay unbury'd body— Here it lies- 



iThrows herself Im Biron's Bodif. 
body, soul, and life. A littJe dfust, 
over our cold limbs iu the dark grave-— 
'e, there we shall sleep safe and sound tc^ether. 

Enter Villsrot, mth Servants. 

'L Poor wretch; upon the ground! She's not 

herself: 
lOve her from the body. 

[Servants going to raise her. 

a. Never, never 

have divorced us once, but shall no more — 

), help me, Biron ! — Ha ! — ^bloody and dead!. 

murder ! murder ! you have done this deed— 

B;eance and murder ! — ^bury us together — 

my thing but part us. ' 

iL Gentfy, gently raise her. 

must be forced away. [Thei/ carry her off* 

a» Oh 1 they tear me ! Cut off my band s 

me leave something with him— - 

jr'U clasp him fast 

cruel, cruel men ! 

I you must answer enc day. ISvRS^Jblhaos her. 
u. Send for all helps : all, all that I am worth, 

II cheaply buy her peace of mind again. 

[To a Servant. 

tr Count Baldwin, Carlos, Belford, Mau- 
rice, Egmont, vfith Servants. 

'. Bald. O, do I live to this unhappy day ! 
ere is my wretched son ? 
ar. Where is my brother ? 

[Tha/ see him, and gather about the Body* 
IL I hope^ in heav'n. 
ar. Can^st thou pity him ! 
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Wish him in heav^i, when thoa hait done a 
That mmt for ever cot diM ftom the hopei 
Of ever comiog there i 

ViL I do not U«ne jro«-«- 
Yoa have a brother^e right to be oo u b mu IA 
For his untimel v death. 
Car. Untnnefy death, indeed ! 
ViL But yet you must not say I was the 
Cbr. Not you the cause! Why whoshodi 
him?' 
We do not ask you to accuse yourself; 
fiut I must say, that you have murdered him; 
And will say nothing else, till iustice draws 
Upon our side, at the loud call of bldod^ 
To eiLecute so foul a murderer. 
Bd. Poor KroD i is this thy weiceme hoael \ 
Mmtr. Rise, sir ; there is a comfort in rtvesgi^ 
Which is left you. [To d BaiotI 

Car. Take the body hence. [Birow esntrffj 
C Bald. What could provokeyoui ■ > 

Vii, Nothing could provoke me 
To a base murder, which, I find, you think 
Me guilty of. I know my innocence ; 
My servants too can witness that I drew 
My sword in his defence, to rescue him. 
Bel. Let the servants be called. 
Egnu Let's hear what tbey can any. . • y 
Car. What tbey con say 1 Why, what ahooida 
vants say ? 
They are his accomplices, his instnuneotSiL 
And will not charge themselves. If they could i 
A murder for his lefervice, they can lie. 
Lie nimbly, and swear hard to brinj^ him oC 
You say you drew your sword in hu deftoce : 
Who were his enemies ? Did he need deBdtnsti 
Had he wrong'd any one i Could he hare came 
To apprehend a danger, but from yoo^r 
And yet you xeEcueS.Y)kBi^^-«> 
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Of DOy he came 

nieasonably, (that was all his crime) 

nluckily, to interrupt your sport : 

m were new marrjM— marry'd to his wife; 

lid therefore you, and she^ and all of you» 

^or all of you I must believe concerned) 

imbined to murder him out of the way. 

i9^. If it be 80 

dr. It can be only so. 

C Bold. The law will do me justice ; send for the 

' magistrate. 
Car. rU go myself for him — [Exit^ 

Ft/. These strong presumptions, I must own indeed, 
re Tiolent against me ; but I have 
witness, and on this side heav'n too. 
—-Open that door. 

[Door openSf and Pedro is broughtjbrteard by 
ViLLERoif*s Servants. 
ere's one can tell you all. 
Ped. All, all ; save me but from the rack, PU con- 
fess all. 
VH. You and your accomplices design'd 
b murder Biron i — Speak. 
Ped. We did. 

ViL Did you engage upon your private wrongs^ 
5r were employed J 
Ped. He never did us wrong* 
VS. You were set on then ? 
Ped. We were set on. 
ViL What do you know of me i 
Ped. Nothing, nothing : 
on saved his life, and have discovered me. 
ViL He has acquitted me. 
*you would be resolved of any thing, 
e staqda upon his answer. 
Bel. Who set you on to act this horrid deed ? 
C. Baldf I'll Juiow the villain ; give me quick his 
jDame, 
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Or I will tear it from tbj bleeding heart. 

Ped. I will confess. 

C. Bald. Do then. 

PecL It was my master, Carlos, your own soa 

C. Bald. Oh, monstrous ! monstrous ! most u 
tural ! . 

BeL Did he employ you to murder his own brot 

Ped* He did ; and he was with us whea 'twas c 

C. Bald. If this be true, this horrid, horrid ti 
It is but just upon me ; Biron's wrongs 
Must be revenged; and I the cause of all! 

Maur, What will you do with him ? 

C. Bald. Take him apart—— 
I know too much. [Exit Pjaiuo^gm 

ViL I had forgot — ^Your wretched, dying soi 
Gave me this letter for you. [Gives it to Cm Bali 
I dare deliver it. It speaks of me^ 
J pray to have it read. 

C. Bald. You know the hand ? 

Bel. 1 know 'tis Biron's hand* 

C. BaU. Pray read it. [Bjslford reads the I 

Sir, 

IJind I am come only to lay my death at 
door. 1 am notu going out of the worlds but ct 
forgeoe you, nor my brother Carlos, for not hind 
my poor wifef Isabella, from marrying vuith VilU 
wien you both hnemjrom so many letters, that . 
alive. Buu 

Vil How ! Did you know it then i 
C, Bald* Amazement all ! 

Enter Carlos, ^ith Officers. 

Oh, Carlos ! are you come ? Your brother her 
Here, in a wretched letter, lays his death 
To vou and me — Have you done any thing 
To hasten his sad end i 
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Car. Bless me, sir,. I do any thing ! who, I > 
C. JBalcU He talks of letters that were sent tg ua. 
3 never heard of any — Did you know 
3le was alive I 
- Can Alive ! Heaven knows, not L 

C Bald. Had you no news of him, from a report, 
Or letter, never i 
Car, Never, never, I. 

Bel. That's strange, indeed : I know he often writ 
To toy before you the condition [To C. Baldwin* 
-Of his hard slavery : and more I know, 
That he had several answers to his letters. 
He said, they came from you ; you are his brother ? 
Car* Never from me. 
BeL That will appear. 
The letters, I believe, are still about him ; 
For some of them I saw but yesterday. 
' C Bald. What did those answers say ? 
BeL I cannot speak to the particulars ; 
fiQt I remember well, the sum of them 
Was much the siime, and all agreed, 
That there was nothing to be hoped from you : 
That 'twas your barbarous resolution 
fTo let him perish there, — ^ 
* C Baldf Oh, (Carlos ! Carlos ! hadst thou been 9 
Si brother — 

' Car. This is a plot upon me, I never knew 
^ was in slavery, or wa^ alive> 
Or heard of him, before this fatal hour. 
BeL There, spr, I must confront you* 
He sent you a letter, to my knowledge, last night; 
And you sent him word you would come to him-r- 
I fear you came too soon. 

C. Bald. 'Tis fOl too plain 

Bring out that wretch before him. 

[Pedro poducedm 
' Prr« Ha ! Pedro there I^Th^n X am caught, in** 
dee^ 

5 
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Bd* You start at sight of him ; 
He has confessed the hloodj deed. 

Car. Well then, he has confeas'dy 
And I must answer it. 

Bd. Is there no more ? 

Car. Why ! — what would you have more? I k 
the worst. 
And I expect it. 

C. Bald. Why hast thou done all this ? 

Car. Why, that which damns most men has ni 
me; 
The making of my fortune. Biron stood 
Between me and your favour ; while he livedo 
I had not that ; hardly was thought a son. 
And not at all akin to your estate. 
I could not bear a' younger brotber^s lot. 
To live depending upon courtesy 
Had you provided for me like a ftther, 
I had been still a brother. 

C Bald. 'Tis too true ; 
I never loved thee as I should have done : 
It was my sin, and I am punish'd for't. 
Oh \ never may distinction rise again 
In families : let parents be the same 
To all their children ; common in their care. 
And in their love of them. — I am unhappy. 
For loving one too well. 

VU. You knew your brother lived ; why did ; 
take 
Such pains to marry me to Isabella ? 

Car. I had my reasons for't. 

Vil. More than I thought you had. 

Car. But one was this 
I knew my brother loved his wife so well. 
That if he ever should come home again. 
He could not long outlive the loss ot her. 

BeL If you rely'd oiv that^ vrhy did you kill hi 

Car. To make a\\ sure* "^ow ^oxx^x^^shs^'b^^ 



Where must Igoi I am tired of your auenions. . 

C Bald, I leave the judge to tell thee what thou art ; 
A father cannot find a name for thee. 
TiJ^e him away — [Carlos led off^m 

Grant me, sweet Heav'n ! the patience to go through^ 
Tfie torment of my cure — Here, here begins 
^e operatipi>.-«-A)as ! she's mad. 

Enter I^A^ELhAf distracted; and her Child running 

Jrom her* 

VU. My Isabella, poor unhappy wretch ! 
What can I say to her ? 

Isa. Nothing, nothing ; 'tis a babbling world — 
rU hear no more on*t. When does the court sit I 
I have a cause to try. 
Will you not hear it ? Then I must appeal 
To the bright throne — Call down the heavenly powers 
To witness how you use me. 

C Bald. Pray, give her way. She'll hurt nobody. 

J&a. What have you done with him ? He was here 
but now ; 
I saw him here. Oh, Biren, BIron! where, 
Where have they hid thee from me ? He is goHe«— > 
But here's a little flanuj^g clierubim— - 

Isa. Will nothing do ? I did not hope to find 
Justice on earth; 'cis not in heav'n neither. 

Siren has watch'd his ojiportunity - 

Soflly ; he steals it from the sleeping gods, 
And sends it thus--* Ha! ha ! ha ! — \Stah& herself, 
l^ow, now I laugh tx you, I defy you all. 
You tyrant murderers. 

C. Bald, Ob, thou most injured innocence ! Yet 
live, 
Xiive but to witness for me to the world, 
Hpw much I do repent me of the wrongs, 
The unnatur<aJ wroDgs, which 1 have \ica\)*^OTj.'C^\^^. 
And Lave pulled down this judgmeul ou v^ ^% 



VU. Ob> ipdaki qpeak but a word of comfen to 
me! 

C Bald. If the most tender fiither^fl ctate sati kfve 
Of Uiee, and thy poor child, can make amendo 
Oh, yet look up and live ! 

Isa. Where is that little wretch i ^They raise her. 
I die in peace, to leave him to your care. 
I have a wretched mother's legacy, 
A dying kiss-— pray let me give it him, 
My blessing ; that, that's alil have to leave thee.' 
Oh, may thy Other's virtues live in thee. 
And all his wrongs be buried in my grave ! Z^^^ 



THE END* 
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REMARKS. 



This tragedy is a translation from the French, by 
the lElev. James Miller, who possessed the living of 
Upcerne, in Dorsetshire. He was a very extraordinary 
man — a political writer, who refused a large bribe, 
to abandon his opinions, and /favour ministers of 
state. 

A second instance of political firmness is connect- 
ed with this drama. On its first representation, on 
tlie Dublin stage, a few sentences in the part of Al- 
canor, had such accidental allusion to some great men, 
or raan, then in power in that nation, that the audi- 
ence, enraptured upon the utterance, and willing to 
show their own implication, encored those lines 
ndth such unanimous yehemence,'that the performer 
thought it his duty to repeat them, in compliance with 
their desire* 

The late Mn Sheridan, father of the author of 
" The School for Scandal,"* was, at that time, manag- 
er of the theatre of Dublin, in which adventure, «11 
his property, all his hopes, were embarked ; yet, he 
boldly censured the actor, who had yielded to the 
command of the audience, and forbade a repetition of 
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any speech in the part of Alcanor, however loudly it 
might be called for, on the following night. 

Mr. Sheridan knew the predicament in which he 
was placed; he knew the faiy of an exasperated sa- 
dience in Ireland — he knew their power over all hb 
possessions ; yet, firm in his politics, he beheld, on the 
next evening, his theatre totally demolished, and his 
own life in danger, without revoking the peremptoiy 
order he had issued. 

But upon higher ground is this tragedy worthy of 
note: it is, in the original, the production of Voltaire- 
has deep interest — and some of the h^piest thoughts 
of that celebrated writer are here delivered by the r^ 
nowned, or afiecting personages introduced ; whilst tu- 
multuous passions, of various tendency, give energy 
to every sentence. 

The action of this drama commences just a few 
years after the foundation of the Mahometan em- 
pire; and, as there are many allusions in the 
coarse of the work to the preceding part of the Im- 
postor's life, a short detail from history, of previous 
events, may enliven the reader's memory, and in- 
crease his attention to the scenes which follow. 

Mahomet, the founder of a religion, which soon be- 
came, and still continues to be, the prevailing religion 
of the East, was bom in 570, at Mecca, a city of 
Arabia. His parents were poor, and, having both 
died in his early age, the guardianship of their orphan 
devolved on an uncle, who employed him to go with 
bis caravans, from Mecca to Dama&cus. 

In ibis employment oi cam^\-^tvN«^^^^\sNsN.^^\c 
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^nued till Jie was twenty-eight years of age, when he 
married a rich widow. Whether riches first inspired 
him with amhition, or ambition had induced him to 
marry for wealth, has not been determined ; but, no 
^ooner did he find himself elevated above his original 
rank in society, than he formed the mighty plan of 
subjugating the whole Eastern world to his dominion. 
^ Mahomet, perhaps, falsely conceived, that imposi- 
tion was the basis, on which all governments were 
built ; and that, instead of being singular in his con«- 
duct, he merely followed the examples of other law- 
ffivers, when he became sanctified in appearance, and 
irhen he boldly spoke of prodigies, by which he was 
invested with sovereign power from Heaven, both as a 
king and prophet. 

Whatever were his notions of past events, he formed 
an accurate judgment of the future — he foresaw that 
an impostor might be obeyed — adored ; — and that no 
extravagance of mystery or miracle, was too wonder- 
ful, or too ridiculous, for a people's belief. 

Though Mahomet was too illiterate to write his own 
sacred laws in his divine book, the Koran, he possess- 
ed the knowledge to tell a surprising tale of its being 
entrusted to his hands by an Angel from heaven ; — 
which incredible occurrence had more power in 
gaining him proselytes, than all the moral precepts 
gathered from the Jewish and christian scriptures, 
with which the learned men whose services he pur- 
chased, had adorned this work. 

No sooner was the supposed prophet followed, and 
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bis'crecd RCcppted by the poor and ignorant, ttij(n,lil«- . 
most innovators, be was accused of prormatian, by 
ihe rich and (be wise. — To escape ihe punishment of 
the enraged senate at Mecca, he look refuge in Me- 
dina; there, first established bis temporal, as wellu 
his spiritual power, and taught, that his doctrines 
were to be enforced by the sword, 

Mecca, and all ihe Jewish Arabs, were the first 
who experienced Ihe cruel progress of the Impostoi'i 
faith. In vanquishing all Arabia, (wice be besieged 
(be city of bis birth-place, some years elapsing be- 
tween the attacks. — On his spcond assault upon 
Mecca it is, that this tragedy openi, with one of ilt 
first citizens and sens tore — Alcanor. 



DRAMATIS^ PERSONiE. 



Mahomet 

MlRVAN 

Ali 

HERCfDES 

Ammon 
Zaprna 
Alcanor 
Pharon 



Mr. Palmer. 
Mr. Barrymort, 
Mr. Caulfield. 



Mr. Kemble. 
Mr. Bensley. 
Mr. Packer. 



Palmira 



Mrs. Siddons. 



SCENE.-^Mecca. 



MAHOMET. 



ACT THE FIRST. 

tCBNB U ' .: ■ 

An Apartment in the Tempk of Mecea^; 

EntfT' AlcahoIi and Ph A&oir. 

^fc« Pbarooy no tnore-rfhall I * 

Fall prostrate to an ammnt impostor. 
Homage, in Mecca, one I banished thrice, 
Aad incense the delusions of a rebel ? 
No ! blast Alcanor, righteous Heaven, if e'er - 
This hand, yet, free and uncontaminate, . 
Shall league with fraud, or adulate a tyrtmt 1 > 

Fhar. August and sacred chief of Ishmaert senaifp 
This zeal of thine, paternal as it is. 
Is fatal now— our impotent resistance 
Controls not Mahomet's unbounded progress. 
But, without weakening, irritates the tyrant. 
AVhen once a citizen, you well condemn'd him 
As an obscure seditious innovator ; . 
But now he is a conq'ror, prince, and pontiff, 
l¥hilst nations, numberless, embrace his laNva^ 
And pay him ac/oratipn— «v'n in Mecc% 
He boasts bis proselytes. 
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Ale. Such proselytes 
Are worthy of him — low,tintutor'd reptiles. 
Most credulous still 
Of what is most incredible. 

Phar. Be such 
Disdain'd, my lord ! bat, mayn't the pest spread up- 
wards, 
And* seize the head ? — Say, is the senate sound ? 
I fear some members of that rev'rend class 
Are mark'd with the contagion, who, from views 
Of higher pow'r and rank, 
Worship this rising sun, and give a -sanction 
To his invasions. 

Jk, If, ye Pow'rs divine! 
Ye mark the movements of this nether world. 
And bring them to account, crush, crush those vipers, 
Who, singled out by a community . . » ^ 
To guard their rights, shall, for a grasp of ore, 
Or paltry office, sell them to th^ foe ! 

Phar. Eaph honest citizen, I gmmt, is tdine. 
And, grateful for thy boundless blessings on then)| 
Would serve thee with their lives ; but the apprbiabh 
6f this usurper, to their very walls. 
Strikes them with such a dread, that even these 
Implore thee to accept his proffered peace, 

Ale, Oh, people lost to wisdom, as to glory f 
Go, bring in pomp, and serve upon your knees 
This idoi) that will crush you with its weight. 
Mark, I abjute him! by his savage hand 
My wife and children perish'd, whilst in vengeance, 
I carry 'd carnage to his very tent ; 
Transfix'd to earth his only son, and wore 
His trappings, as a trophy of my conquest. 
This torch of enmity, thus lighted 'twixt us. 
The hand of time itself can ne'er extinguish. - 

Phar, -Extinguish not, but smother for a while 
Its fatal flame, and greatly sacrifice 
Thy private suff ring^ to ilScke ^xsJaXxc n«^&2k^ 
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, jilc: My wife and children lost, my countr/s now 
lily family. 

Phar. Then let not that belpst. 
jilc. Pharon, desist. 
Phart My noble lord, I cannot. 
Must not desist, will not, since you're possessed 
Of means, to bring this insolent invader 
To any terms you'll claim. 
Ak, What means? 
Phar. I^almira, 
That i>loon^ing fair, the flowV of all his camp, 
By'ihee borne off in our litst skirrabhwith him, 
Seems the divine ambassadress of peace, 
Sent to procure, our safety. Mahomet 
Has, by his heralds, tbfice proposM her ransom, 
And bade us fix the price, 
^/c. 1 knowit, Pharoh: 
And wouldst thou, then;, restore this noble treasure < 
To that barbarian. 

And render beauty therewardof rapine? 
N«y> smile not, fnend'-^*-^ 

Phar. My lord 

, Aic. This heart, by age and grief congeal'd, 
Is no more semble to Xcfwp^s endearments. 
Than are our burren rocks, to morn's sweet de\^, 
That, balmy, trickles down their rugged cheeks. 

Phar, My noble chief, each masterpiece of nature 
Commands involuntary homage from as. 
^h, I own, a tenderness unfelt before, 
A sympathetic grief,, with ardent wishes 
To make her happy, filFd my widow'd bosom : 
i ^.restd her being in that monster^s pc^er. 
And bum to have her hate him, like myself. 
^was on this hour, I, at her modest suit, 
PromisM her. audience in my own pavilion. 
I^haron,gD thou, meanwhile, and seo the senate 
AisemUfd straijfht — ^111 sound them as 1 ow^t. 

^Exeunt scoeraU^ 
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•CBMX a. 



A Boom of Stoic 



Palmira ducootrtJL 

Palm. What means this boding terror^ that Qsmfi 
In spit^ of me, dominion o'er my heart ? 
CMiy holy prophet!. 

Shall I ne'er more attend thy sacred lessoBS f 
Oh Zaphna ! miicb4oy^d youth ! I fed for thee 
As for myself— But hold^nMrll^l audit 
Is now at hand — 1 tremble for th' event ! 
Here comes iiiy judge — No# ^bertyi or bcmdaga? ' 

Enter AhCAixoK. 

Ale. Palmira, whence those teah? trust me, fiu 
maid, 
Thou art liot fallen into -barbarians' hands : 
What Mecca can afford of pomp, or pleasure. 
To call attention from misfortune's lap, 
Demand, and share it. 

Paln^ No, my generous victor ! 
My suit's for nothing Mecca can afford ; 
Pris'ner these two long months beneath your roof, 
I've tasted such benignity and cismdour. 
That, oft? I've call'd my tears ingratitude. 

Ale. If ought remains, that's in my pow'r to ismool 
The rigour of 'your fate, and crown your wishes, 
Why, 'twould fill 

The furrows in my cheeks, and make old age 
Put on its summer^s garb. . 

FaAn. Thus, low lUtsaV!kxc»» {timedm 
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It is on you, on you alone, Alcanor, 

My whole of future happiness depends : 

Have pity then ; 

Pity, Alcanor, one, who's torn from all 

That's dear or venerable to her soul ; 

Restore me, then, restore me to my country^ 

Restore me to my father, prince, and prophet. 

Ale, Isslav'ry dear then? is fraud venerable? 
What country ? — a tumultuous wand'ring camp ! 

Falm, My country, sir, is not a single spot 
Of such a mould, or fix'd to such a clime; 
No, 'tis the social circle of my friends. 
The lov^d community in which I'm link'd, 
And in whose welfare all my wishes centre. 

Ale. Excellent maid ! Then Mecca be thy country. 
Robb'd of my children,, would Palmira deiga 
To let me call her child, the toil I took, 
To make her destiny propitious to her, 
Would lighten the rough burden of my own : 
But no — you scorn my country, and my laws. 

Falm, Can I be yours, when not my own ? Your 
bounties 
Claim and share my gratitude — ^but Mahomet 
Claims right o'er me of parent, prince, and prophet. 

Ale. Of parent, prince, and prophet! Hcav'ns ! 
that robber 
Who, a scap'd felon, emulates a throne, 
And, scoffer at all faiths, proclaims a new one ! 

Falm, Oh, cease, my lord ! this blasphemous abuse 
On one, whom millions, with myself, adore, 
Does violence to my ear ! such black profaneness 
'Gainst Heav'n's interpreter, blots out remembrance 
Of favours past, and nought succeeds but horror 1 

Ale, Oh, superstition ! thy pernicious rigours. 
Inflexible to reason, truth, and nature. 
Banish humanity the gentlest breasts ! 
Palmira, I lament to see thee plung'd 
So deep in error. 

c 
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Palm. Do you then reject 
My just petition? can Alcanor's goodliess 
Be deaf to suffering virtue ? 
Name but the ransoro. 
And Mahomet will treble what you ask. 

Jlc. There is no ransom Mahomet can ofktf 
Proportion'd to the prize. 

Enter Pharok. 

What wouldst thou, Pharon ? 

Pkar. From yon' western gate. 
Which opens on Moradia's fertile plains, 
Mahomet's general, Mirvai^, hastes to greet thee. 

j41c, Mirvan, that vile apostate ! 

Phar. In one hand 
He holds a scimitar, the othep bears 
An olive branch, which, to our chiefs, he waves, 
An emblem of his stiit — a martial youth, 
Zaphna by name, attends him for our hostage. 

Palm, [Jpart,'] Zaphna! mysterious Heav'n! 

Phar. Mirvan advances 
This way, niy lofd, to render you his charge. 

Ale. ralmira, thou retire — Pharon, be present. 

[Exit Palmira. 

Enter Mirvak. 

After six years of infamous rebellion 

Against thy native country, dost thou, Mirvan, 

Again promne, with thy detested presence, 

These sacred walls, which, once, thy hands defended, 

But thy bad heart has vilely since betra^'d ? 

Thou poor deserter of thy country's gods ! 

Thou base invader of thy Country's tighti^ ! 

What wouldst thou have with me I 

Mir. I'd pardon thee.— 
Out of compassion to thy age and sufTrings, 
And high regard for thy experienc'd valour, 
/ieav'n's great apost\e, ofict^ \Ni'5fc,\\x SivaA^Stfie^ 
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A hatfd, could crush thee ; and I come commission'd 
To name the terms of peace he deign? to tender. 
Ale. He deigns to tender! insolent impostor! 
Dost thou not. Mirvan, blush 
To serve this wretch, this .base of soul, as biri^? 
Mir. Mahomet's grandeur's in himse^: he shines 
not 
With borrow'd lustre. 

Plunged in the night of prejudice, and bound 
In fetters of hereditary faith, 
My judgment slept : but when I found him born 
To moiud anew the prostrate universe, 
I started from my. dream, ji>ih'd his career, 
And shar'd his ai:d^ous, and immortal labours. 
Come, embrace our faith, reign with Mahomet, . 
And,cloth'd in terrors, make the vulgar tremble^. 

Ale. Tis Mahomet, and tyrants like to Mahomet, 
Tis Mirvan, and apostates like to Mirvan, 
I only would make tremble l^s it, say'st thpu^ 
Religion, that's the parent of this rapine. 
This virulence and rage ? — No ; true religion 
Is always mild, propidqus, and humane ; 
Plays not the tyrant, plants no ffiith in blood. 
But stoops to polish, succour, and redress, 
And builds her grandeur on the public good^ 

Mir, If clemency delights thee, learn it here. 
Thou^ banish'd by thy voice his native city, 
Thou^, by thy hand, robb'd of his only son, 
Mahomet pardons thee ; nay, farther,, begs 
The, h^red burning 'twixt you be extinguish'd, 
With reconciliation's gen'rous te9,r. 

Ale. I know thy master's arts ; his gen'rous tears, 
Like the refreshing breeze that, previous, fall 
To the wild outrage of o'erwhelming earthquakes. 
Only forerun destruction. 

Phar, Leagues he will make too 

Ale. Like other grasping tyrants, till he eye^ . 
A lucky juncture to enlarge his bounds, 

c 2 



MAnOMET. [Aai. 

Then he'll deride ihcm, leap o'er ev'ry tie 
Of sacred guarantee, i>r sworn protection. 
And when th'oppresa'd ally iniplore& assistance. 
Beneath that mask, invade the wish'd-for realms. 
And, from pure friendship, take them to himself. 
Mir. Mahomet fighta Meav'n's battles, bends tht 
bow 
To spread Heav'n's laws, and to subject to faitb, 
The iron neck of error. 

Ale. Lust and ambition, Mirvan, are the springs 
Of all his actions, whilst, without one virtue, 
Dissimulation, like a flati'ting painler, 
Bedecks him with the colouring of them all : 

This is thy master's portrait — But no more 

^y soul's inexorable, and my hate, 
Immortal as the cause from whence it sprang. 
Mir. What cause? 

Ale. The diff'rence between good and evil. 
Mir. Thou talk'at to mc, Alcanor, with an air 
Of a stern judge, tbat, from his dread tribunal. 
Intimidates the criminal beneath him: 
Ilesume thy temper, act the minister. 
And treat with me, as with Ih'ambaasaiJ 
Of Heav'n's apostle, and Arabia's king. 

Ale. Arahia'sking ! whatking? who crown'd him) 

Mir, Conquest. 

Whilst to the style of conq'ror, and of monarch, 
Patron of peace he'd add— Name, then, the price 
Of peace, and of Palmira — Boundless treasures. 
The RpoiU of vanquish'd monarchs, and the stores 
Of rifled provinces, are thrown before thee, 
Out troops, with matcbless ardour, hasten hither, 
Tn lay in ruin this rebellious city ; 
Stem, then, the rushing torrent: Mahomet 
In person, comes to claim a conference with thee, 
For this good purpose. 
Ale. Whof Mahomet! 
Mir. Yes, ha conjures thou'lt grant it. 
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^/c. Traitor ! were I sple ruler here, in Mecca, 
I'd answer thee with chastisement t 

Mir. Hot man! 
[ pity thy fajse virtue ^But farewell! . 
Aind, since the senate share thy pow'r in Mecca^ 
rp their j^rener wisdoms Til appeal. [JSnV, 

-ii^/c. I'll meet (hee (here. — Ye sacred Pow'rs, 
My country's gods, that, for three thousand years 
Have reign'd protectors of the tribeqf Ishmaei ! > 
Ohy support my spirit 
In that iirm purpose it has always held I 
To combat violence, fraud, and usurpation, 
To pluck the spoil from the oppressor's jaws. 
And keep my country as I found it— free ! [Exeunt, 



ACT THE SECOND. 



SC£NB I. 



Palmiea's Apartment. 



J Enter Falmiba* 

Palm, Cease, cease, ye streaming iostrumjents of woe, 
From your ignoble toil ! Take warmth, my heart t 
Collect thy scattered pow'rs, and brieve misfortune. 
In vain, the 8 term- tost mariner repine; 
[mpatience only throws 
Discredit on mischance, and adds a shame 
To our afSiction. 
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filler Zaphk A* 

Ma! all-gracious Heav'n ! 

Thou, Zaphna ! is it thou ? what pitj^ng angd 

Guided thy steps to theto abodes of bondage ? ' 

Zaph: Thou sov'reign 6f my sdul, and ali its pow'nt| 
Object of every fear, ahdev'ry wish; 
Friend, sister, love, companion, all that's dear ! 
Do I once more behold thee, my Palmira ? 
Oh, 1 will set it down the whitest hour 
ThiEit Zaphna e'er was bless'd with ! 

Palm, Say, my hero. 
Are my ills ended then ?-^They are, they are! 
I^ow Zaphna's here, I am no more a captive,' 
Except to him — Oh, bless'd captivity! 

Zaph, Those smiles are dearer to my raptui^d 
breast. 
Sweeter, those accents, to my listening heart. 
Than all Arabia's spices to the sense ! 

Palm, No wonder, that my soul was so elate ; 
No wonder, that the cloud of grief gave way. 
When thou, my sun of comfort, wert so nigh. 

Zaph. Since that dire hour, when on Sabaria'i 
strand, 
The barb'rous foe depriv'd me of Palmira, 
In what a gulf of horror and despair 
Have thy imagin'd perils plung'd my soul ! 
Stretch'd on expiring corses for a while. 
To tlie deaf stream I pour'd out my complaint, 
And begg'd I might be numbered with the dead 
That strew'd its banks^ — then, starting from despair 
Witt rage, I flew to Mahomet for vengeance ; 
He, for some high mysterious purpose, known 
To Heav'n and him alone, at length dispatch'd 
The valiant Mirvan to demand a truce: 
Instant, on wings of lightning I pursu'd him, 
And enter'd as his hostage — fix d, Palmira, 
Or to redeem, or die a captive with thee. 
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Palm. Heroic youth j 

Zaph, But how have these barbanans 
Treated my fair? 

Palm, With high humanity. 
I in my victor found a friend — Alcanor 
Has made me feel captivity in nothing 
But absence from my Zaphna and my friends* 

Zaph. I grieve, a soul so generous is our foe : 
But now, presented as a hostage to him, 
His noble bearing and humanity 
Made captive of my heart; I felt, methought, 
A new affection lighted in my breast, 
And wonder'd whence the infant ardour sprang. 

Palm. Yet gen'rous as he is, not all my pray'rs, 
Not all the tears I lavish at his feet, 
Can move him to restore m e 

Zaph. But he shall ; 
Let the barbarian know he shall, Palmira ; 
The god of Mahomet, our divine protector, 
Whose still triumphant standard I have borne 
O'er piles of vanquished infidels — that pow'r 
Which brought unnumbered battlements to earth, 
Will humble Mecca too. 

Enter Mir van. 

Well, noble Mirvan, 

Do my Palmira's chains sit loose upon her ? 

Say, is it freedom ? This presumptuous senate 

Mir. Has granted all we ask'd — all we could wish; 
The truce obtaiu'dy the gates to Mahomet 
Flew open. 

Zaph, Mahomet in Mecca, say'st thou ? 
Once more in Mecca ! 

Palm. Transport! bid him welcome. 

Zaph. Thy suiTrings, then, are o'er, the ebb is past| 
And a full tide of hope flows in upon us. 

Palm* But Where's the prophet i 
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Mir. Reclin'd in yonder grot, tfaat joins the temj 
Attended by his chiefs. 

Zaph. There let us haste, 
With duteous step, and bow oursdyes before him. 

(Eteu 



SCENE II. 



A spacious Grotto, 



Mahomet discovered xoith the Alcoran before him 

Mah, Glorious hypocrisy ! what fools are they. 
Who, fraught with lustful or ambitious views. 
Wear not thy specious mask — Thou, Alcoran! 
Hast won more battles, taen more cities for me, 
Than thrice my feeble numbers had atchievM, 
Without the succour of thy sacred impulse. 

Enter Hercides, Ammon, and All 

Invincible supporters of our grandeur! 
My faithful chiefs, Hercides, Ammon, Ali ! 
Go, and instruct this people in my name. 
That faith may dawn, and, like a morning star, 
Be herald to my rising. — Lo, Palmira ! 

[£xei^n^ Hercides, Amnion, onJAi 
Her angel-face, with unfeign'd blushes spread^ 
Proclaims the purity that dwelb within. 

Enter Mirvan, Zaphna, and Palmira* 

The hand of war was ne'er before so barbarous^ 
Never bore from me half so rich a spoil. 
As thee, my fair. \To Palmir 

Pdm. Joy to m^ \iea.V v\^ ^^\4Ua I 
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Joy to the woil^y that Mahometfs in Mecca ! 

Mah. My child, let me embrace thee — Hovels this, 
Zaphna ! 
Thou here !• 

Zaph. [Kneeling,'] My father, chief, and holy pon- 
tiff! 
The God, that thou'rt inspired by, march'd beforbine. 
Ready, for thee, to wade through seas of danger^ 
Or cope with death itself, I hither hastened 
To yield myself an hostage, and with zeal 
Prevent thy order. 

Mah. 'Twas not well, rash boy ! 
He, that does more than I command him, em 
As much as he, who falters in his duty, 
I obey , 
My God — ^implicitly obey thou me. 

Palm, Pardon, my gracious lord, his well-meani 
ardour. 
Brought up from tender infancy, heneath 
rbe shelter of thy sacred patronage, 
Zaphna and I've been animated still 
By the same sentiments. 

Mah, Palmira, 'tis enough ; I read thy .heart- 
Be not alarm'd ; though burdened with the cares 
Df thrones and altars, still my guardian eye 
Will watch o'er thee, as o'er the universe. 
Follow my gen'rals, Zaphna. Fair Palmira, 
Retire, and pay your pow'rful vows to Heav'n, 
And dread no wrongs, but from Alcanor. 

[Exeunt Zaphna and Palmira separately* 

Mir van 

Attend thou here — 'Tis time, my trusty soldier, 

My long-try'd friend, to lay unfolded to thee. 

The close resolves and councils of my heart. 

Prepossession, friend. 

Reigns monarch of the million — Mecca's crowd 

jiaze at my rapid victories, and think 

^oipe awful pow'r directs my arm to conquest i 
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But whilst our friends once more renew their efforti 
To win the wav^riog people to our interest^ 
What think'st thou, say, of Zaphna and Palmira? 

Mir. As of tby most resign'd and faithful vassals. 

M(ih, Ob, Mirvan ! they're the deadliest of m] 
foes ! 

Mir. How? 

]flak. Yes, they love each other. 

Mir. Weil — what crime ? 

Mah, What crime, dost say ? Learn all my frailt] 
then— 
My life's a combat : keen austerity 
Subjects my nature to abstemious bearings : 
Or on the burning sands, or desert rocks, 
With thee I bear th' inclemency of climates. 
Freeze at the pole, or scorch beneath the line. 
For all these toils, love only can retaliate. 
The only consolation or reward, 
Fruit of my labours, idol of my incense. 
And sole divinity that 1 adore ; 
Know, then, that I prefer this young Palmira, 
To all the ripen'd beauties that attend me. 
Dwell on her accents, dote upon her smiles. 
And am not mine, but hers. Now, judge, my frieii 
How vast the jealous transports of thy master, 
When, at his feet, he daily hears this charmer 
Avow a foreign love, and, insolent, 
Give Mahomet a rival ! 

Mir, How ! and Mahomet 
Not instantly revenge 

Mah, Ah ! should he not ? 
But, better to detest him, know him better : 
Learn then, that both my rival and my love. 
Sprang from the loins of this audacious tyrant. 

Mir, Alcanor ! 

Mah, Is their father ; old Hercides, 
To whose sage institution 1 commit 
My captive intols, \aXe tes^^V^xXUi lue-^ 
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Perdition I I myself light up tlieir flamey 

And fed it till I 8^ myself on fire. 

Welly means must be employM : but see, the fadier ; 

He comes this way, and launches from his eye 

Malignant sparks of enmity and rage. 

Mirvan, see all ta'en care of; let HercideSy 

With his escort, beset yon' gate; bid All 

Make proper disposition round the temple ; 

This done, return, and render me account 

Of what success we meet with 'monjgst th^ people : 

Then, M]rvan,.we41 determine or to loose 

Or bridle in our vengeance as it suits. 

[Edt MlBVAN. 

Enter Alcanor. 

Why dost thou start, Alcanor ? whence that horror !, 
Approach, old man, without a blusliy since HeaVn, 
For some high end, decrees our future union. 

Ale. I'blush not for myself, but thee, thou tyrant; 
For thee, bad man ! who com'st with serpent guile, 
To sow dissention in the realms of peace ; 
Thy very nanfie Sets families at variance, 
^Twixt son and fadier bursts the bonds of nature, 
^nd scares endearment from the nuptial pillolv ! 
^nd is it, insolent dissembler! thus 
Thou com'st to give the sons of Mecca peace. 
And me an unknown god ? 

Mak. Were I to answer any but Alcanor, 
That unknown god should speak in thunder for me. 
But here with thee I'd parley as a man. 

Ale. What canst thou say ? what urge in thy de» 
fence ? 
What right hast thou receiv'd to plant new faiths, 
Or lay a claim to royalty and priesthood ? 

Mah. The right that a resolv'd and toVring spirit 
Has o'er the grov'ling instinct of the vulgar—— 

Ale, Patience, good Heav'ns! have I not known 
thee, M&hometf 
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When Yoid of weaHh, iDheriUuicei, or fame, 
Rank'd with the lowest of the low at Mecca? 

MaL Dost thou not know,* thoii hiai^ty, feeble 
man. 
That the low insect, larkinp;ln the grass,' 
And the imperial eagle, which aloft 
Ploughs the ethereal plain, are both alike 
In the Eternal eye? 

Ak. [Jpari.] What sacred truth,, from what pol* 
luted lips 1 

Mak, Hear me ; thy Mecca trembles at my name; 
If therefore thou wouldst save thyself or city. 

Embrace my proffered friendship What to-day 

I thus solicit. 111 command to«»morrow. 

Ale. Contract with thee a friendship! frontlcss 
man! 
Know'st Uipu a .god, can work that miracle? 

Mak. I do — Necessity — thy interest. 

Ak, Interest is thy god, equity is minea 
Propose the tie of this unnatural union ; 
Say, is't the loss of thy ill-fated son. 
Who, in the field, fell victim to my rage. 
Or the dear blood of my poor captive children, 
Shed by thy butchering hands ? 

Mah. Ay, 'tis thy children. 
Mark me then well, and learn th' important secret, 
Which I'm sole master of Thy children live, 

Ak. live! 

Mak, Yes— both live 

Ak. What say'st thou ? Both ! 

Mah, Ay, both. 

Ak. Aud dost thou not beguile me ? 

Mt^. No, old man. 

Ak. Propitious Heav'ns ! Say, Mahomet, for now 
Methinks 1 could hold endless converse with thee. 
Say, what's their portion, liberty or bondage? 

Mai. Bred in my camp, and tutored in my law, 
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I hold the balance of their destinies. 

And now 'tis on the turn their lives or deaths-— 

Tis thine to say which shall preponderate. 

Ale. Mine ! can I save them ? name the mighty 
ransom — 
If I must bear their chains, double the weight. 
And I will kiss the hand, Uiat puts them on ; 
Or if my streaming blood must be the purchase. 
Drain ev'ry sluice and channel of my body, 
My swelling veins will burst to give it passage ! 

Mah, I'll tell thee then — renounce thy Pagan faijth^ 
Abolish thy vain gods, and 

Jlc. Ha! 

Mah. Nay, more. 
Surrender Mecca to me, quit this temple, 
Assist me to impose upon the world, 
Thunder my Koran to the gazing crowd, 
Proclaim me for their prophet and their king, 
And be a glorious pattern of credulity 
To Korah's stubborn tribe. These terms perform'd. 
Thy son shall be restored, and Mahomet's self 
Will deign to wed thy daughter. 

Ale. Hear me, Mahomet 

I am a father, and this bosom boasts 

A heart as tender as e'er parent bore. 

After a fifteen years of anguish for them. 

Once more to view my children, clasp them to me, 

And die in their embraces — melting thought ! 

But were I doom'd or to enslave my country, 

And help to spread black error o'er the earth, 

Or to behold these blood-em brued hands, 

Deprive me of them both — Know me then, Mahomet, 

rd not admit a doubt to cloud my choice — 

[Looking earnestly at Mahom sxybr sonpe time 
before he speaks. 
Farewell. [Exit Alcanor. 

Mah. Why, fare thee well then — churlish dotard ! 
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Inexorable fool ! Now, by my arms, 

I wiH hsve great revenge ; I'll meet thy scorn 

With treblfr retribution ! 

Enter MiKTAM. 
W«ll, my Mirvftn, 
Wbat sa/at thou to it now ? 

Mir. Why, that Alcsnw 
Or we mutt fall. 

Mak. Fall then the obdurate rebel ! 

Mir. llie trace expires ttKmAnak, when AlcaMr 
Again ii Mecca's master, and has vow*!! 
Destruction on tby head : the Koate too 
Have pass'd thy doom. 

Mai. Those heart-chill'd paltry babblers, 
Plac'd on the bench of sloth, irill) ease can nud 
And vote a man to death ; why doit^t the cowards 
Stand me in yonder plain i — With Half their nailibtn 
I drove them headlong to their Wklls for shefter. 
Perish Alcanor! 

He marbled up the pliant populace; 
Those dupes of novelty will bend bdbre ns, 
Like osiers to a hurricane 

Mir. No time 
Is to be lost. 

MaA. But for a proper arm. 

Mir. What think'st thoo, then, of Zaphna f 

MaA. Of Zaphna, say'st thou ! 

Mir. Yes, Alcanor's hostage 

He can in private do thee vengeance on him : 

He's a slave 

To thy despotic faith, and, urg'd by thee, 

However mild his nature may appear, 

Howe'er humane and noble is his spirit, 

Or strong his reason, where allow'd to reason. 

He would, for Heav'n's sake, martyr half mankind. 

Mah. The brother of Palmitv ! 

Mir. Yea, that brother, 



The only son of thy outrageous foe, 
jAnd the incestuous rival of thy love. 

Mah, 1 hate the stripling, loath his very name ; 
The manes of my son too cries for vengeance 
On the curs'dsire; hut then thou know'st my love, 
Know St from whose hlood she sprang ; this staggers, 

Mirvan ; 
And yet I'm here surrounded with a gulf 
Heady to swallow me ; come too in quest 
Of altars and a throne — What must be done ! — 
My warring passions, like contending clouds, 
IVhen fraught with thunder's fatal foel, burst 
Upon themselves, and rend me with the shock. 
Mirvan, sound this youth ; 
Touch not at once. upon the startling purpose. 
But make due preparation. 

Mir. ni attack him 
With all the forces of enthusiasm ; 
There lies our strength. 

Mak. First then, a solemn vow 
To act whatever Heav'n by me enjoins him ; 
Next omens, dreams, and visions, may be pleaded ; 
Hints too of black designs by this Alcanbr 
Upon Palmira's virtue, and his life 
But to the proof — Be now propitious, fortune, 
Then love, ambition, vengeance, jointly triumph. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT THE THIRD. 



A Grand Apartmtat. 



Enter ZArBHA md Palxika. 

Zt^h. Atcanor claims a private conference witlmi! 
What has he to unfold i 

Palm. I tremble, Zaphna. 

Zapk. Time press'd too, did he say? 

Palm. He did ; then cast 
A look so piercing on me, it o'erwhelm'd 
My lace with deep confusion ; this he mark'd, 
Then starting left me. 

Zopj. [Ande,] Ha! this gives me fear 
That Mirvan's jealousies are too well grounded ; 
But I must not distract her tender bosom 
With visionary terrors. {To Palmira.] Both in pri- 

Palm. In private both. 

Z^h. Her virtue and my life ! [Apart, 

Jtcannotbe; so reverend a form 
Could ne'er be pander to such black devices. 

Palm. But let us shun it, Zaphna ; much I fear 
AlcRnor has decciv'd us : dread the treachery 
Of this bloodthirsty senate. Trust me, Zapfana, 
They have sworn the extirpalioti of our faith. 
Nor care by what vile meani — , 
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Zaph. My soul's best trefk$u re. 
For whose security my every thaught 
Is up in a^rmsy regardless of my own ; 
Shun thou Alcanor's preseiice. This hour, Palmira^ 
Mirvan, by order of our royal pontiff, 
Prepares to solemnize sppie act of wor9hip 
Of a more hallowed and mysterious kind 
Than will admit of vulgar eye ; myself 
Alone am hpnoi^r'd to assist. 
Palm, Alone! . 

Zaph, Yes, to devote myself, by solemn vow, 
For some great act, pf which my fair's the prize. 
Palm. What act? 

Zaph. No matter, siuce my lov'd Palmira 
Shall be the glorious recompence — 

Palm. Oh Zaphna ! 
Methinks I do not like this secret yow. 
Why must I not be present ! were I with thee, 
I should not be so anxious ; 
For, trust me, Za{>hna, my affection for thee 
Is of that pure, disinterested nati|re^ 
So free from passion's taint, I have no one wish 
To have thee more than thiis, have thee my friend, 
Share thy lov'd converse, wait upon thy welfare, 
And view thee with a sister's spotless eye; 
Zaph. Angelic excellence ! 
PtUm. And let me tell thee. 
This Mirvan, this fierce Mirvan, gives me terrors : 
So far from tend'ring consolation to me,' 
His theme is blood and slaughter. As I n^et him 
His eyes flam'd fury, whilst in dubious phrase 
He thus bespoke me — ^The destroying angel 
Must be let loose — Palmira, Heavn ordains 
Some glorious deed for thee yet hid in darkness ; 
Learn an implicit rev'rence for its will. 
And, above all, I warn thee, fear for Zaphna. 
Zaph. What could he mean? can I believe, Al« 
canor, 

D 3 
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Thy fair deportment but a treach'rous mask ? 
Yet spite of all the rage that ought to fire me 
Against this rebel to our faith and prophet, 
I have held me happy in his friendship. 
And bondage wore the livery of choice. 

Falm. How has Hea/n fraught our love-link'i 
hearts, my Zaphna, 
With the same thoughts, aversions, and desires I 
But for thy safety and our dread religion, 
That thunders hatred to all infidels, 
With great remorse I should accuse Alcanor. 

Zaph, Let us shake off this vain remorse, Palmirt, 
Resign ourselves to Hea/n, and act its pleasure, 
The hour is come, that I must pledge my vow : 
Doubt not but the Supreme, who claims this service. 
Will prove propitious to our chaste endearments; 
Farewell, my love ; I fly to gain the summit 
Of earth's felicity — to gain Palmira. ' [£j#. 

Palm. Where'er 1 turn, 'tis all suspicion. 
Like one benighted 'midst a place of tombs, 
I gaze around me, start at ev'ry motion. 
And seem hemm'd in by visionary spectres. 
All righteous Pow'r, whom trembling 1 adore, 
And blindly follow, oh deliver me 
From these heart-rending terrors ! — Ha ! who's faeref 

Enter Mahombt. 

'Tis he ! 'tis Mahomet himself ! kind Heav'n 
Has sent him to my aid — My gracious lord ! 
Protect the dear, dear idol of my soul. 
Save Zaphna ; guard him from 

Mah. From what ! — why Zaphna ? 
Whence this vain terror? is he not with us ? 

Palm. Oh, sir, you double now my apprehensions? 
Those broken accents, and that eager look. 
Show you have anguish smoth'ring at the heart, 
And prove for once that Mahoinet's a mortal* 



Mah. [Jpart,] Ha! shall I turn a traitor to nm 
self?— 
Oh, woman ! woman ! hear me — ought I not 
To be enrag'd at thy profane attachment ? 
How could thy breast, without the keenest sting. 
Harbour one thought not dictated by me ? 
Is that young mind, I took such toil to form, 
Tum'd an ingrate and infidel at once? 
Away, rebellious maid ! 

Palm, What dost thou say, 
"My royal lord ? Thus, prostrate at your feet, 
Let me implore forgiveness, if in ought 
I have ofiended : talk not to me thus ; 
A frown from thee, my father and my king, 
Is death to poor Palmira. Say t&en, Mahomet, 
Didst thou not, in this very place, permit hiih 
To render me his vows ? • 

Mah. [Apart,] How the soft trait'ress racks me l«— 

Rise, Palmira • 

IJpart.l Down, rebellove! I must be calm — Come 

hither; 
Beware, rash maid, of such imprudent steps ; i 
They lead to guilt. What wild, pernicious errors 
Mayn't the heart lead to, if not greatly waich'd ! 
Palm, In loving Zaphna, sure it cannot err. 
Mah, [Apart,] Zaphna again ! Furies ! I shall i^ 
lapse. 
And make her witness of my weakness ! 

Palm, Sir! 
What sudden start of passion arms that eye ? 

Mah, Ob, nothing: pray, retire a while : take cou- 
rage : 
I'm not at all displeas'd : 'twas but to sound 
The d^pth of thy young heart. I praise thy choice ; 
Trust then thy dearest intVest to my bosom ; 
But know, your fate depends on your obedience. 
If I have been a guardian to yoiu* youth , 
If all my lavish bounties past weigh ought. 
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Peserve the futui® blessings, ^faidi await you. 
Howe'er the voice of Heav'n dispose of Zaphoa, 
Confirm him in the path where duty leads. 
That he may keep his vow, aud merit thee. 

Palm. Distrij^st him not, my sov'r^ign; noUe 
Zai^a 
Disdains to lag in love or glory'f course. 

Mah. Enough of words r 

Palm. As boldly I've avow'd 
The love I bear that hero at your feety 
ril now to him, and fire his gen'rous breast. 
To prove the duty he has sworn to thee* [ExU. 

mah. What could I say ? such sweet simplicity 
Lur'd down my rage, and innocently wing'd 
The arrow through my l^eart. And shall I l^ear this? 
Be mad^ the sport of purs'd Alcanor's hous^2 
Check'd in my rapid progress hy the sire, ^ 
Supplanted in my love by this rash boy. 
And made a gentle pander to the daughter ? 
Perdition on the whole detested race! 

Enter Mirvan. 

Mir. Now, Mahomet, is the time to seize on 
Mecca, 
Crush this Alcanor, and enjoy Palmira ! 
This night the old enthusiast offers incense, 
To his vain gods, in sacred Caabo : 
Zaphna, who flames with zeal for Heav'n and thee. 
May be won o*er, to seize that lucky moment. 

Mah. He shall ; it must be so ; he's born to act 
The glorious crime ; apd let him be at once 
The instrument and victim of the murder. 
My law, my love, my vengeance, my own safety. 
Have doom'd it so — But, Mirvan, dost thou think 
His youthful courage, nurft'd in superstition, 
Can e'er be work'd — :— 

Mir. I tell thee, Mahomet, 
He's tutor'd to accomplish thy design. 



Palmira, too, who thinks thy will is HeavVs^ 
Will nerve his arm, to execute thy pleasure. 

Mah. Didst thou engage him by a solemn vow? 

Mir. I did, with all th* enthusiastic pomp 
Thy law enjoins ; then gave him, as from thee, 
A consecrated sword, to act thy will. 
Oh, he is burning with religious fury ! 

Mah, But hold! he comes— -— \Exii Mublvak* 

Enter Zaphka. 

Child of that awful and tremendous PowV, 
Whose laws 1 publish, whose behests proclaim. 
Listen whilst I unfold his sacred will : 
Tis thine to vindicate his way to man, 
Tis thine his injured worship to avenge* 

Zaph. Thou lord of nations, delegate of Heav'n, 
Sent to shed day o'er the benighted world. 
Oh, say in what can Zaphna prove his duty ! 
Instruct me how a frail earth-prison'd mortal 
Can or avenge or vindicate a god. 

Mah, By thy weak arm he deigns to prove hb 
ca\ise. 
And launch his vengeance on blaspheming rebels. 

Zaph. What glorious action, what illustrious dan* 
ger. 
Does that Supreme, whose image thou, demand ? 
Place me oh, place me, in the front of battle, 
'Gainst odds innumerable ! try me there; 
Or, if a single combat claim my migh^ 
The stoutest Arab may step forth, and see 
If Zaphna fail to greet him as he ought. 

Mah, Oh, greatly said, my son! 'tis inspiration! 
But heed me : 'tis not by a glaring act 
Of human valour Heav'n has will'd to prove thee ; 
This infidels themselves may boast, when led 
By ostentation, rage, or brute-like rashness. 
To do whate'er Heav'n gives in sacred chargey 



M MAHOMiif • [act la 

Nor daie to soond ill biboaitem decrees, 
Thk, mod thk onl/s meritoriotu seal. 
AUendy tdore, ob^; dioa shalt be armVI 
By deathli lemoneteM angel, which awaits npe. 

Zcpk. Speak oat, pionouiice 1 what victim must I 
offer? 
What tyrant sacrifice ? whose blood reqaii^st thont 

MaL The blood of a detested infidel, 
A murderer, a foe to Heav'n and me, 
A wretch, who slew my diild, blaq[>heme8 my gpd, 
And, like a huge Colossus, bean a world 
Of impious opposition to my fiuth : 
The blood of cunTd Alcanor 1 

Ziq>L I! — Alcai|or! 

Mak. What! dost thou hesitate! Ra4i youth, ht 
ware! 
He, that deliberates, is sacrilegious. 
Far, far -from me, be those audacious mortals. 
Who, for themselves, would impiously judg^. 
Or see with their own eyes ; who dares to think. 
Was never bom a proselyte for me* 
Know who 1 am ; know, on this very spot, 
I've cbarg'd thee with the just decree of Heav'n, 
Apd when that Heav'n requires of thee no more 
Than the bare oiTriag of its deadliest foe, 
Nay^ thy foe too, and mine, why dost thou balance, 
As thy own father were the victim claim'd ! 
Go, vile idolater! false Musselman! 
Go, seek another master, a new faith ! 

ZapL Oh, Mahomet ! 

Mah, Just when the prize is ready. 
When fair Palmira's destin'd to thy arms 
Rut what's Palmira? or what's Heav'n to thee. 
Thou poor, weak rebel to thy faith and love! 
Gof serve and cringe to our detested foe ! 

Zapk. Oh, pardon, Mahomet ! methinks I hear 
The oracle of Heav'n — It shall be done ! 



ah. Obciy then, strike t and, ibr bis tmpioo^ 

blood, 
lira's cbarms and Paradise be tbine. [£it^. 

^h. Soft! let iae think — ^Tbis duty wea'rs tbe 

face 
>metbing more tban monstrous — PardotT, Heav'n ! 
icrifice an innocent old man, . . 

;h'd down Mrith i^cf, unstitcoai^d, and unatmM ! 
n I am hostage for bis safety too ! — — 
natter— Hea^it has chose me for tb<e duty ; 
^ow is past^ and must be straight fulfilled, 
tern, relentless, ministers Of wrath, 
its of veng^ace! by whose ruthless bands 
haughty tyrants of tbe earth have bled, 
e to my succour, to mf ftunihg zeal 
your determin'd courage I 
thou, angel 

lahomet," exterminating angel ! 
mow'st down nations, to prepare bis passage, 
)ort my falf ring v411, harden my heart, 
nature, pity, plead Alca&ok's cause, 
wrest tbe dagger from mef. 
! who comes here? 

Enter Alcanor. 

Sc. Whence^ Zapbna^ that deep gloom, 
, like a blastlng^ mildew oh ih^ ^r 
romis^d harvM, Macketiy o^er thy visage ? 
ve not that bere, through fotth, tbott art con- 
fined; 
d thee not as hostage, but i^ ffieiid^ 
nxake thy Safety partner with my own. 
fh. [Apart.] And make my safety partner witb 

thy owti ! 
c« Tne bloody eamagi?, by this truce suspended, 
i few moments, like a torrent, check'd 
I full flow, will, with redoubled strength, 
all before it- 
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In this impending scene of public horror. 
Be then, dear yOuth, these mansions thy asylum! 
I'll be thy hostage uow^ and, with my life. 
Will answer that no mischief shall befall thee. 
I know not why, but thou art precious to me* 
Zapk. Heaven I duty ! gratitude ! humanity ! 

What dost thou say, Alcanor ? Didst thou say. 
That thy own roof should shield me from the tempest? 
That thy own life stood hostage for my safety ? 

Ale, Why thus amaz'd at my compassion for theef 
I am a man myself, and that's enough 
To make me feel the woes of other men, 

And labour to redress them 

Zaph. [Apart,] What melody these accents make! 
To Alcanor.] Can then a foe to Mahomet's sacnd 

law - 
Be virtue's friend ? 

Ak. Thou know'st but little, Zaphna, 
If thou dost think true virtue is confin'd 
To climes or systems ; no, it flows spontaneous. 
Like life's warm stream, throughout the whole cieft- 

tion, 
And beats the pulse of ev'ry healthful heart. 
How canst thou, Zaphna, worship for thy god 
A being, claiming cruelty and murders 
From his adorers ? Such is thy master^s god 
Zaph. [Apart.] Oh, my relenting soul ! thou'rt al- 
most thaw'd 
From thy resolve — I pray you, sir, no more. 
Peace, reason, peace ! 

Alc^ [Apart,] The more I view him, talk with 
him, observe 
His understanding tow'ring 'bove his age, 
The more my breast takes interest in his welfare. 
[To Zaphna.] Zaphna, come near — I oft have thought 
to ask thee 
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To whom thou ow^st thy brrth, iidvose gen'rous blood 
Swells thy young veins, and mantles at thy heart. 
Z(^k. That dwells in darkness; no one friendly 
heath 
£*er gave me glimpse from whom I am .descended. 
The camp of godlike Mahomet has heletk 
My cradle and my country ; whilst, of all 
His captive infants, no one more has shar'd 
The sunshine of his clemehcy and car6. 

Ale. I do not blame thy gratitude, young man; 
But why was Mahomet thy benefactor f 
Why was not 1 ? I envy him that glory. 
Why, then, this impious man has been a father, 
Alike to thee and to the &ir Palmira. 
Zaph, Oh! 

Mc, What's the cause, my Zaphna, of that sigh^ 
And all that language of a smother'd anguish ? 
Why didst thou snatch away thy cordial eye. 
That shone on me before ? 

^apk. [Apart.] Oh, my totn heart ! 
Palmira's name revives the racking thought 
Of my near blunted purpose. 

Ale. Come, my friend ; 
The floodgates of destruction, soon thrown ope^ 
Will pour in ruin on that curse of nations. 
If I can save but thee, and fair Palmira, 
From this o'erflowing tide, let all the rest 
Of his abandoned minions, be the victims 
For your deliverance — I must save your blood. 
Z(^h. [Apart,] Just Heaven ! and is't not I must 

shed his blood f 
Ale. Nay, tremble if thou dar'st to hesitate. 
Follow me straight. 

Enter Pha.ron. 

P^4ir. Alcanor, read that letter. 
Put In my hands this moment by an Arab, 
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With utmost sCemlth, and air b^peaking somewhat 
Of high importance. 

Jle. [R^idt.] Whence is this [^ — Hercides! 
Cautious, ipy eyes ! be sure you're not mbtaken 
In what you here insinuate. Gracious Heav'n ! 
Will iben thy Proyidence at loigth overrule 
My wayward fate, and,^ by one mtucbless blessing. 
Sweeten the suff^rinE^ of a threescore years ! 

[After lobkmgjorwsome time eaimettfy 4U Zaphka^ 
Follow me. 

Zapk. Thee I^But Mahomet-^ 

Ak. Thy life, . r . 

And all its future bliss, dwells on this niqnieAC. 
Follow, I say. [Kram^ Alcakoe and PnAaoK.. 

ft 

Enter Mir van and ku Attendants, kastify, an (he 

other Side rftke Stt^. 

Mir. [To Zaphna.] Traitor,, turn, back I what 
means 
This conference with the foef To MiAomal 
Away this instant ; he commands thy presence* 
Zaph. [Apart ^ Where am 1 ? Heav'ns ! how shall 
I now resolve ! 
How act! A precipice on ev'ry side 
Awaits me, and the first least step's perdition, 
ilftr. YoUng man, our prophet brooks not such 
delay ; 
Go, stop the b(4t, that's ready to be launch'd 
On thy rebellious head. 

Zaph. Yes, and renounce 
This horrid ^ow, that's poison to my soul. 

[Exitf tdth Mir YAK, SfS, 
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Act THE FOURTH. 



SCMX U 



Tie Ten^le, 



Enter Zaf^va, fpUh a drawn Sword in Us Ghm, 

Zi^L Well thei^ it miMt be so ; I must diicliiurft 
Thbcraeldaty — Mallomet enjoins it. 
And Heaven, tbrpogh lum^ demands it of my hands. 
Horrid, though samd, act !-^m v 80u| fbdnks badri 
And won't admit convictioii. 
Ohy dire'obedieocef 
Why, duty, art thoa thus at war wiA nature f 

Enter Palmiea^ 

Thou here, Palmira I Oh, what fatal transfioft 
Leads thee to this sad place, these dark abodes^ 
Sacred to death ? Thou hast no bus'i^ess here. 

Fabn. Oh, Z^hna, fear <uid love havebernmy 
guides I 
What horrid sacrifice is thb enjoin'd thee ? 
What, victim does the gpd of Mahomet 
Claim from thy tender hand ? 
. ZtipL Oh, my guardi^ ^ngel. 
Speak, resolve me; 
Hpw can assassination be a virtue? 
How can the gracious Parent of mankind 
pelight in mankind's suff^ringi ? Mayn't this piA^ 
phet, 

a ? 
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This gnmi aiuMHiiicer of bis hcMrUy will, 
Mistidie it once ? 

FsAr. Ob, tremble to examine. 
He tees our benrts-r^To doabc is to blaspheme. 

Zttpk. Be steady tben, my soul, firm to thy purposei 
Come ^rtb, thou toe tu Mahomet and Hcav n. 
And meet the doom thy rebel £ftith deserves : 
Come ibrthy Alcanor. 

Pmim. Who, Alcanor ! 

Z€pA. Yes. 

FiUm. The good Alcanor? 

Zi^. Curse on bis pagan virtues ! he must 4)e; 
So Mahomet commands: and yet metbinka 
Some other deity arrests ray arm, 
And whispers to my heart--TZi^bnay forbear ! 

PflAn. Distraaing state ! 

Zapk. Alas } my dear Palmira, 
Fm weak, and sbuddei- at ^his bloody bnaihen. 
Help me, oh heip* Palmira ! J am torn. 
Distracted, with this conflict. 
Zeal, horror, love, and. pity, seize my breast. 
And drag it difierent ways. Alas ! Palmim, 
You see me tossmg on a sea of passions ; 
Tis thine, my angel, to appease this tempest. 
Fix fqy distracted will, and teach me — 

Pgl^ What! 
What Cjin I teach thee in this strife of passions? 

f^ Zaphna4 J revere our holy prophet, 
hink all his laws are registered in heav n. 
And tv*ry mandate minted in the skies. 

Zaph, But then to break ihrough hospitality. 
And murd* r him, by wh^>m we are protected! 

Palm, Oh, poor Alcanor! gen'rous, good Alcanor! 
My heart bleeds for thee ! 

Zaph. Know then, unleiss I act this horrid scene. 
Unless 1 plange this dagger tn the breast 
Of th4it old man, I must — I must — 



Pakn. WiMil-T 
Zapk, Must Palmira- 



(O agoflieing thought !) los^ thee for eter t 

Maim. Am I the price of good AIcadoca blood ^ 

Zaph, So Mahomet ordains. 

Po/m. Horrible dowry ! 

Z(q>h, Thou knoVst the curse our prophet ha» de- 
nounc'dy 
Of endless tortures on the disobedient ; 
Thou know'st with what an oath I've bound myself 
To vindicate hi» laws^ extirpate all 
That dare oppose his progress ; say then, £ur one. 
Thou tutoress divine, insti'uct me how. 
How to obey my chief, perform my oath 9 
Yet list to mercy's call. 

Palm. This rends my heart 

Zaph. How to avoid being banish'd thee for ever. 
• Paha. Ob, save mc fhnn that tfadugbt ! must Aat 
e'er be ? 

Zapk. It must not: thou hast now pronounced Ui 
doom. ' \ 

Pabn. What doomi*->Have I ! 

Zapk. Yesf thou hast seal'd his death* 

Pahn. I seal hit death i- Did I ? 

Zty^k. Twas Heav'n spoke by thee; thou'rt its 
oracle, 
And ril fulfil its laws. This is the hour 
In which he pays, at the adjoining altajr^ 
Black rites to Im imaginary gods. 
FqUqw me not, Palmira. 

Pedm. I must follow ; 
I will n6t» dare not, leave thee. ' 

Zapk. Gentle maid, 
I beg thee fly these walls ; Uiou canst not bear 
This horrid scene — Oh^ these are dreadful moments ! 
Begkyn^— quick**^this way — 

Palm. No, I follow thee, 

B 3 
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Betratd Ay e/iy ibotBtepy tlio«|^ Aey kttd . 
To the daric^gult of deatiu 
Xtfk Thoa antdilM Mid!— to^fhe 4iiB toil 
then. '^ iEmtd. 



8CSV1 II. 



Tielmier Part rftheTemfit^ wUk a Pmgm Altar ad 

Jmagtt* 



AltOAVoB addreumf^ kmue^ to the Idols. 

' jik. Eternal Pow*n! thatdeign to Mess diese man* 

sionsy 
Protectors of the sons of Ishmael, 
Crash, crush this blasphemous invader^s force. 
And turn him back with shame. If pow'r be yoany 
Oh ! shield your injui^d votaries, and lay 
Oppression bleeding at your altar'slfoot* 

Enter Zaphna and Palmir4. 

Pdm. [Entermg,] Act not this bloody deed; oh 

save him, save him. 
Zaph. Save him, and lose both Paradise and thee! 
Falm, Hah, yon' he stands-— >0h ! Zaphna, all my 
blood 
Is frozen at the sight ! 

Ale* Tis in your own behalf that I implore 
The terrors of your might ; swift, swiftly 
Pour vengeance on this vile apostate's head, 
Zaph. Hear how the wretch blasphemes! S0| 
now ■ ■ '■ 
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Po/m. Hoia, Zaphha ! 

Zaph. Let me go-^ 

Palm, I cannot— cannot. 

uilc. But ify for reasons which dim-sighted, motlalt 
Can't look into, you'll crown this daring febel 
l^ith royalty and priesthood^ take my life: 
And if^ ye gracious Pow'rs ! youVe ought of bliss 
In store for me^ at my last hour permit me • 
To see my children, pour my.blessmg on them. 
Expire in their dear arms, and let them close 
These eyes, which then would wish no after sights 

Palm. His children, did he say ? 

Zi^fh. I think he did — "— » 

Ak. For this I'll at your altar pay my vbws^ •' 
And make it smoke with incense. 

[Retires bMnd the Altar^- 

Zaph. [Draxoing his Sxoord.] Now let me strike. ^ 

Palm, Stay but one moment, Zaphna.' . 

Zaph. It "must not be — unhand me. ^ 

Palm. What to do! 

Zaph. To serve my God and king, and merit thee. 
[Breakin^from Palu ira, - and going Hrumd^ 
the AUaTy he starts^ and stops shouts ■ 
Ha! what are ye, ye terrifying shades ? • ^ 

What means this lake of blood, that lies before me? ^ 

Palm. Oh Zaphna ! let us fly these horrid roofk. 

Zaph. No, no — Go pu, ye ministers of death ; 
Lead ine the way : 111 follow ye. 

Pa^m. Stay, Zaphna;. 
Heap iio more horrors on me ; I'm expiring 
Beneath the load. 

Zaph. Be hush'd— the altar trembles ! 
What means that omen ! does it spur to murder. : 
Or would it rein me back ? No, 'tis the voice 
Of Heav'n itself, that chides my ling'ring hand. 
Now send up thither all thy vows, Palmira, \ 
Whilst I obey its will, and give the stroke. 

[Goes out.behmd the AUaryofter Alcavor.' 
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« 

Pain. What vows } will Hea^'n raccivt a murdWs 
vows? 
For, suiey Tm such, whibt I prevent not murder. 
Why bous my heart thus ? what toft voiee is thin. 
That's wi^ken d in my soni, and preaches misrcy i 
If Heaven diemands his life, dare I oppCMe f 
Is it my place to judge i — Hah ! that din groan 
Proclaims the bloody business is about. 
Zaphnaj QhfZaphila! 

Enter Zaphva. 

ZiqfL Ha f where am I ? 
Who calk me? whereas Palmim I she's not here : 
What fiend has snatch'd her from me ? 

Palm, Heav'ns ! he raves I 
Dost thou not know me, Zaphna f her, who lives 
For thee alone? — Why dost thou gaae thus on me?- 

Zapk, Where are we ? 

Palm. Hast thou, then, dlschaig'd 
The horrid duty ? 

Zq^h. What dost thou say ? 

PUm^ Alcanor 

Zapk. Alcanor! what Alcanor? 

Palm. Gracious Heav'n, 
Look down upon him 1 
Let's begone, my Zaphna— ^ 
Let's fly this place. 

Zaph^ Oh ! whither fly f to whom ? 
D'ye see these hands ? who will receive these handU? 

Palm. Oh, come, and let me wash them with my 
tears ! 

Zaph. Who art thou ? let me lean on thee*— I find 
Mv pow'rs returning. Is it thou, Palmira ? 
Where have I been ? what have I done ? 

Palm. I know not : 
Think on*t no more. 

Zaph. But I must think, and talk on't too, Palmira. 
I seis'd the victimi by his hoaiy locksr— ' 



(Thou, Heavn, didst will it) 
■ Then, shuddering wilh horror, bury'd straight 
The poigiiard iit his breast. I had redoubled 

The bloody plunge 

But that the venerable sire poui''d forlh 

So piteous a groan ! — look'dso, Palmira 

And with a feeble voice cry'd, — Is it Zapbna? 
1 could DO nioT«. Oh ! hadst thou seen, ray love, 
The fell, fell, dagger in his bosom— view'd 
His dying face, where sat such dignity, 
Cloth'd with compassion low'rds his base assassin, 

[Thrcwutg himself on the Ground. 

The dire remembrance weiglis me to the earth 

Here, let me die! 

Palm, Rise, my lov'd Zaphna! rise, 
And let us fly to Mahomet for protection : 
If we are found in these abodet of il&ughter, 
Tortures and death attend uft! — let us fly ! 

Zaph. [Starting vp.] I did fly at that blasting light^ 
Palmira, 
When, drawing out the fatal steel, he ca»t 
Such tender looks ! I fled — the fatal steel. 
The voice, the tender looks, the bleeding victim. 
Blessing his murderer — 1 could not fly : 
No, they clung to me, riv'd my throbbing heart. 
And set my brwn on fire ! — What have we done f 

Palm. Hark ! what's that noise ? I tremble for thy 
life! 
Oh ! in the name of love, by all the ties. 
Those sacred ties, that bind thee mine for ever, 
I do conjure thee, follow me ! 

Enter.Ai-CAitORjJrtmbthindtie jlUar, kming agamtt 
it, witi the bloody Sxoord m Us Hand. 

Zaph. Hah! look, Palmira! see, what object's that, 
Which bears upon ray tortur'd sight? Is't he, 
Or is't his bloody nuuies come to haunt us) 
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palm. Tis he, himielf, poor wretch ! struggling 
withdcalh. 
And feebly crawling low'rds us. Let me fly. 
And yield what help I can ! let me support thee. 
Thou much-lameiitcd, injur'd, good old man ! 

Zaph. Why don't 1 move? my feet are rooted here, 
And all my frame is struck and withcr'd up, 
As with a lightning's blast ! 

Ale. My gentle maid. 
Wilt iboo support me i 
Weep not, my Palmira. 

Palm. I could weep tean of blood, if that would 
si-rve thee. 

Ale. [Siiting dixwa.} Zapbiia, come hither; ibou 
hast ta'en my life, 
For what offence, or what one thought towards thee, 
That anger or malevolence gave birth, 
Heav'n knows, I am uQConscioue. Do not look so : 
I «ee, thou dost relent. 

Eitter PuARON, Aasiiiy. 

Palm. IStarting back.] Hah ! 'lis too late then ! 

Ale. 'Would I could see Hercides ! — Pharon, lo, 
Thy martyr'd friend, by his diatemper'd hand. 
Is now expiring. 

Phar. Dire, unnatural crime! 
Ofa, wretched parricide ! — Behold thy father ! 

[Ptmting to Alcanor. 

Zt^i. My bther ! 

Paint. Fatberf hah! 

Ale. Mysterious Heav'n I 

Phar. Hercides, dying by the hand of Mirvan, 
Who slew him, lest he should beiray the secret, 
Saw me approach, and in the pangs of death, 
Cry'd, Fly, and save Alcanor; wrest the sword 
From Zaphna's hands, if 'tis not yet too late. 
That's destin'd for his death ; then let him know 
7'bat Zaphna and Palmira are his children. 
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Po&i. Dost bear that, Zaphna? 

Zo^A. Tis enough, my fate! 
Canst thou ought more ? 

^^. Ohy nature ! ohy roy children ! v 

By what vile iostigiajlions wert thou driveni j^c-r- 

Unhappy Zaphna, to this bloody action ? 

Zapk, [Jol^ itf ^ Jo^erV Jee^.] Ob, I cannot 
speak! 
Restore me, sir, restore that damned wei^% ^./^^ 
Tbat I, for once9 niay make it, as I ought, 
An instrument of justice. 

Valm. [£^»ee/ti^.] Oh, my &ther ! 
Strike here ! — the crime was mine ! 'twas I, alone. 
That worked his will to this unnatural deed ! 

Zapli. Strike your assassins-— 

Ale, I embrace my children, 
And joy to see them, though my life's the forfeit. . 
Rise, children, rise and live ! live, to revenge 
Your £ftther s death ! — But, in the name of nature. 
By the remains of this paternal blood, 
That's oozing from my wound, raise not your hands 
'Gainst your own being. Zaphna, wouldst thou do^ 

me 
K second deadlier mischief ? 
Self-slaughter can't alone for parricide. 
Thy undetermined arm han't quite IblfilFd 
It's bigot purpose ; I hope to live, to animate 
Our friends 'gainst this impostor ; lead them, Zapfana, 
To root out a rapacious, baneful crew, ■ 
Whose zeal is frenzy, whose religion, murder ! - 

Za^h. Swift, swift, ye hours, and light me to re- 
venge ! 
Come, thou infernal weapon, 

\Snatche% the bloody Svford. 
I'll wash off thy foul stain, with the heart's blood 
Of that malignant, sanctify'd assassin ! 

[As Zapuna is going cffj 
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Enter Mirvan and his Followers, leAa slop Aim. 

Mir. SeJKe Zapdna.! 
Help you the good Alcanor — Hapl^sa man ! 
Oar prophet, in a vision, learnt, Lo-nighi, 
The mournliil lalt; of thy untimely end. 
And itent me, straight, to sdze the vile assassin, 
That he might wreak severest justice un him : 
Mahomet comes to vindicate the laws. 
Not sufter with impunity, their breach. 

Ale. Heav'na! what accumulated crimes are here! 
Zapk. Where is ifae motisterj htar me instant w 
him. 
That I may btait him with n^ eye l-^mBy curee him 
With my fast hesitating voice I 

Palm. Thou traitor!. 
Did not thy own death'doiog tongue eDJoin 
This horrid deed? 

Mr. Off .with him, [To tie Soldiebi. 

And «e him well secur'd 1 

falm, Letme go with him ; I will share thy iaie, 
Unhappy Zaphna, for Ishare thy guilt ! 

Mir. Ko more — you must to Mahomet : 
Our great prophet. 
Will take you under his divine protection. 

Palm. [Jparl.] Oh, death ! deliver me from such 

protection ! 
Mir. Away I [To the Soldiers who hold Zat^wa, 
You, thb way. ITo Palhika. 

Zapk. Pardon! 
Palm. Oh, pardon ! 

[Tity are led (if by degreei, looking alternately at 
their Father, and each other. 
Ale. Oh, insupportable! 
Both from me torn then, when I wanted most 
Their consolation ! [^ Stoiri. 

Phar. Hark ! 



Hie citizeas are rous'd, and aQ in aims 
Rush on to your defence. 

Ale. Pharon, support me 
Some moments longer— Help — conduct me towVds^ 

them; 
Bare this wound to them ; let that speak the cause — 
The treach'rous cause, for words begin to fail me; 
Then, if inldeath I can but serve my country. 
Save my poor children from this tiger's gripe f 
What patriot, or parent, but would wish. 
In so divine a cause, to ilEtll a martyr ! [Exetimf* 



ACT THE FIFTH. 



aCElTE X. 



EiUer Mahohbt and Mj&vak. 

MaL Wrong wUl be ever nurs'd and fed wit(i 
blood — 
So this boy bigot held his pious purpose ? 

Mir. Devoutly. 

Mah, What a reasonless machine 
Can superstition make the reas'ner, man ! 
Alcanor lies there, on his bed of earth ? 
' Mir. This moment he expir*d ; and Mecca's youth 
In vain, lament their chief. 
The silent, and desponding crowd, 
Broke out in murmurs, plaints, and last, in shouts, 
And each mechanic grew a Mussulman. 

Mah, But, say, is notour army at their gates? 



JIfir. Ontr ciwutnimii 
Tbdr nightly march, thioa^ fipiqpfeM |nlhti 
And with the morn appetvi. 

Uak. At sigjbt of th^n^ 
lie weak remaining billows of this storm 
Will ias|i themselves ^ pcao^-^^But w|ieitt is Zaphiil 

Mir. $afe in a 4tuig»on, wbfra be diss ^peiioe, 
UnconscioMs of his iaiis ; for». wfj)! thou Iqiow'a^ 
Ere at thealtar^i foot he slew bji me. 
In his own Veins lie hove hi» gain's mwaf4f 
A deadly draught of poison. 

Mak. I would be kind, and let him die deceiVd, 
Nor know, that parent blood defiles his soaU 

Mir. He cannot know it : if the grave be silentt 
I'm sure, Hercides is 

MdL Unhappy Zaphna! 
Something like pity checks me for thy death. 
My lafety claimed his life. 
And all the heaven of fair Palmira's charms. 
Shall be my great reward. 

Mir. My noble l<jrd, 
Palmira is at hand, and waits your pleasure* 

Mah. At hand I How, Mirvan, couldst thou let me 
talk 
On themes r<f guilt, when that pure angel's near? 

Mir. The weeping fair, ltd on by flatt'ring hops 
Of Zaphna's life, attends your sacred will : 
A silent, pale<i jecti^in sbrowdsher cheeks^ 
And, like the lily in a morning show'r. 
She droops her head, and locks up ail her sweets* 

Mah Say Mahoroc t awaits, and then 
Assemble all our chiefs, and on this platforo). 
Let them attend me straight. [Exit Mia.VAir. 

Enter Palmira. 

Palm- [Apojfit} Where have they led me? 
Methinks, each sten I. take, the maugjled corpse 
Of mj dear father, by ^^ot 'Z4V5iVx^«uxa»w^^^^ 



Li^ in :|ny: wty, «iid all I tee is blood. {Sivtrng. 
Tis the impostor's, self !-^Burat» heact, in ^nknoe I 

Mak, Maid, lay aside this dread. Paimira's fi^e^ 
: And that of Mecca, by my will is ^'d* 
This great eVent, that fills thy soul with horror. 
Is mystery to all, but Heaven and Mahomet 

Pidm, Ob, ever righteous Heav'n! canst th6a 
suffisr 
This sacrilegious hypocrite, this spoiler. 
To steal thy terrors, and blaspheme thy name, 
Nor doom him instant dead i [Amde. 

Mah. Child of my care. 
At length, from galling chains I've set tbee fst^ 
A^ud inade thee triumph in a just revenge ; ^ 

Think, then, thou'rt dear to me, and Mahomet 
Regar<iB thee with a more than father^s eye ; 
Then know, if thuu'lt deserve the mighty boon, 
A higher name, a nobler fate, awaits thee. 

Faim. What would the .tyrant f 

Mah. Raise thy thoughts to glory,. 
And sweep this Zaphna from thy memoiy. 
With aU .ihat's pasi — Let that mean fiame expire 
9e&re tbe blase of empire's radiant sun. 
Tby grateful heart must answer to my bounties. 
Follow my laws, and share in all my conquests. 

Pdbm. What laws, what bounties, and what con- 
quests, tyrant ? 
Fraud is thy law, the tomb, thy only bounty, 
Tby conquests, fatal as infected air. 
Dispeopling half the globe ! — See here, good Heaven ! 
The venerable prophet, I revered. 
The king I serv'd, the god, that I ador'd ! 

MtA* [^pjn-oacMng her.] Whence this unwonted 
language, this wild frenzy ? 

Po/m. Where is the spirit of my martyr'd father ?•— 
Where, Zaphna's — where, Palmira's innocence f 
Blasted by thee — by thee, infernal monster I 
Tk^u found'tt us angels, and haat mad^>3A ^vadskV--^ 



. Give, give us back our lives, our fiune, our virtue 

Thou canst not, tyrant! — yet thou seek'tt my lov 

Seek'st, vnth Alcanor^s blood, his daughter's love 

Mak. [Jpari,] Horror and death ! the fatal set 

. known! 

EfUer Mi&VAir. 

Mir. Oh, Mahomet ! all's lost, thy gloiy tami 
And the insatiate tomb ripe to devour us! 
Hercides' parting breath divulged the secret. 
. The prison's forc'd, the city all in arms : 
See, where they bear aloft their murdered chie( 
Fell Zaphna in their front, death in his looks. 
Rage all his strength. Spite of the deadly draugj 
He holds in life, but to make sure of vengeance. 

Mah. What dost thou here then ? instant with 
guards, 
Attempt to stem their progress, till the arrival 
Of Omar, with the troops. 

Mir, I haste, my lord. [. 

Palm. Now, now my hour's at hand ! 
Hear*st thou those shouts, that rend the ambient 
See'st thou those glancing fires, that add new ho 
To the night's gloom ? — ^Fresh from thy murd 

poignard, 
My father^s spirit leads the vengeful shades 
Of all the wretches, whom thy sword has butcht 

Mah. [Apart.] What terrors this, that hangs ' 
her accents ? 
I feel her virtue, though I know her weakness. 

Paim. Thou ask'st my love, go, seek it in the { 
Of good Alcanor — ^Talk'st of grateful minds ? 
Bid Zaphna plead for thee, and I may hear thee : 
Till then, t;hou art ray scorn — Ma/st thou, like 
Behold thy dearest blood spilt at thy feet, 
Mecca, Medina, all our Asian world, 
Join, join to drive th' impostor from the earth, 
fih^ at his cWns, and ^b».VL^ SXysm ^^ \xwn^w<^ 
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/ ■ 

(ah. [Jpart»] Be still, my soul^ nor let a uroman's 

rage 
9e thy wonted calm — Spite of thy hate 
u'rt lovely still, and charmi^ ev'o in madness^ 

[A Shouty and Noise ofjigkiing^ 
fair, retire— >>nor let thy gentle soul 
ke with alarms } thouVt my peculiar care : 
t to quell this trait'rous insurrection^ 

will attend thee straight. 
aim. No, tyrant, no ! 
oin my brother, help to head our friends, ' « 

urge them on. [A Shut. 

, roll your thunders, Heav'n, and aid the storm I 
f, hurl your lightning on the guilty head, . 

plead the cause of injured innocence! [Exit.' 

Enter All 

lah. Whence, AH, that surprise? 

U. My royal chief, 

foe prevails — Thy troops, led on by Mirvan, 

all cut off, ^nd valiant Mir van's self, . 

Sapbna slain, lies weltVing in his blood s • 

guard, that, to our arms, should ope the gates, ' 

ck with the common frenzy, vow thy ruin, 

death and vengeance is the gen'ral cry* 
fak. Can Ali fear ? then, Mfdiomet, be thyself ! 
H. See, thy few friends, whom wild despair hath 
arm'd, 

arm'd in vain) are come, to die beside thee, 
foil. Ye heartless traitors ! Mahomet alone 
1 be his own defender, and your guard 
Inst the crowds of Mecca — Follow me ! 

r Zapiina, Palmiea, and Pharok, with 
1TIZEN8, and the Body ^ Alcanor, on a Bier. 

iph. See, my friends, where the impostor stand«^ 
1 bead erect, as if he knew not gu\\x*« 
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At if no toogde ipake from AIcaoo/i wound, 
Norcall'd for veDgeance oa him I 

Mak. Impious man i 
Is't not enougk to have ipilt thy parent blocMl t 
But, with atrocious and Uaspheming lips, 
Dar'st thou arraign the tobstitute oMf Heaw*n } 

Zaph. The sutoitnte of Heaven:! to is thii sword, 
The pestilence, the iiEuaine«-such art thotol 
Such are the blessings HeaVn has sent to miD, 
By thee, its delegate ! 
How couldst thou damn us thus } 

Mak. Babbler, avaunt ! 

ZapL Well thou upbnid'st me, for to parley witk 
thee, 
Half brands me coward. Oh, revenge ne, frieodii 
Revenge Alcanor^s massacre ! revenge 
Palmira's wrongs, and crush the rancorous monster ! 

Mak, Hear me^ye slaves ! bom to obc^tiny wilt*- 

PdSm. Ah ! hear him not — fraud dwelb uponln 
tongue! 

Zaph, Have at thee, fiend !-^Ha ! Heaven! 

[Zaphna adoancing, reWSr, and reelimetf #fi M tefiri 
What cloud is this, 

That thwarts upon my sight f My head growe diisf, 
My joints unloose — sure, 'tis the stroke of iate! 

Mak, [Aside.] I'he poison works — then triunphi 
Mahomet ! 

Zaph, Off, off, base lethargy I 

Palm. Brother, dismay'd ! 
Hast thou no pow'r but in a guilty cause. 
And only strength to be a parricide f 

Zaph Spare that reproach — Come on — It will aoi 
be. 
[Hangs d&wn his Sword, and reclines on Phaboi. 
Some cruel pow'r unnerves my willing arm. 
Blasts my resolves, and weighs me down to earth. 

Mah. Such be the fate, of all who brave our law ! 
Nature and death have fieard my voice, and now 
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Let Heaven be judge ^twixt Zaphoa'and myiel^ 
And instant blast the guilty of the two ! ' 

Palm. Brother! Oh, Zaphnu! . . 

Z(qth. Zaphna, now no more* 

[Sinking down by Alcanor's Body, and leaning on 
the Bier^ Pharon kneeUng down with km^and 
supporting him. 
Down, down, good Pharon'-*Thou,pooriBJtir^d corse^ 
May I embrace thee f Won't thy pallid #ound 
Purple anew, at the unnatural touch. 
And ooze fresh calls for vengeance^ 

Po/m. Oh, my brother! 

Z(qfh. In vain's the guiltless meaning of my heart ; 
High Heaven detests th* involuntary Gnme^ 
And dooms for parricide — ^Then tremble, tyrant I 
If the Supreme can punish error thus, 
What new-invented tortures must await 
Thy soul, grown leprous with such foul offences! 
But soft — now fate and nature are at strife-^ 
Sister, (iEu%we^ ! with transport should I quit 
This toilsome, perilous, delusive stage, 
But that I leave thee on't — leave thee^ Palminii 
Exposed to what is worse than fear can image — 
That tyrant's mercy — Look on her, Heaven ! 
Guide her, and^ — -Oh ! [Diet* 

Fahn. Think not, ye men of Mecca, 
This death inflicted by the hand of HeaVn; 
TTis he — that viper 

Mah, Know, ye feithless wretches ! 
Tis mine, to deal the bolts of angry Heav'nl 
Behold them there, and let the wretch who doubts, 
Tremble at Zaphna's fate, and know, that Mahomet 
Can read his thoughts, and doom him with a look. 
Go then, and thank your pontiff, and your prince, 
For each da/ssun he grants you to behold. 
Hence, to your temples, and appease my rago ! 

[The People go €fi. 

F 



nat!- 
^ MMMMi, not by pietj, bo fcilb. 
mi. 'TIS done — ^IbM aver bt our Uw .recu*'d t 

-NoW( biz P»iimm — — 

Palm. Monster! is it thus 
Thou mak'st thyself a god, by added crimes, 
And m urders, justify 'd by sacrilege? 

Mah. Think, exquisite Palmira, for ihy sake — 

Palm. Thou'st been the murderer of all my race. 
See, where Alcanor, see, nhere Zaphna lies ! 
Do ihey not cull fur mc too, at Ihy hands ? 
Oh, that they did ! — But I can read thy thoughts; 
Palmira's sav'd for somelhing, worse than death; 
This, to prevent— Zaphna, 1 follow ihce ! 

[Slabt herself udth Zapqita's Sicori. 

Mah. What hast ihou done f 

Palm. A deed of glory, tyrant! 
Thou'st left no object worth Palmira's eye. 
And when I shut otU light, I shut out thee. [Dia. 

Mak. Farewell, dear victim of my boundlesi p<»- 

Oh, justice, justice ! 

In vain are gloty, worahip, and dominion 1 
All conq'ror as I am, I am a ilave. 
And, by the world ador'd, dwell with the damn'd ! 
My crimes have planted scorpions in iny breast — 
Here, here, I feel them i Tis in vain to brave 
The host of terrors, that invade my soul — 
I mieht deceive the world, myaelf I cannot. 
^li. Be calm a while, my lord ; think what you 

Mai. Ha I what am I i [Turning to tie Bodirs. 
Ye breathless family ! 

Let your loud crying wounds say what I am ! 
Ob, 4aatch me from tbat sight! quick, quick, trans- 
port me 
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To nature's loneliest mansion, where the sun 
Ne'er en ter'd ! where the sound of human tread 
Was never heard — But wherefore? still, I there. 
There, still shall find myself — Ay, that's the hell! — 
I'll none on't ! [Braumg hia Stoord* 

AIL Heav'ns! help — hold him ! 

[Ali, SfC, disarm hinu 

Mah. Paltry dastards ! 
You fled the foe, but can disarm your master. 
Angel of death, whose pow'r I've long proclaimed, 
Now aid me, if thou canst! — now, if thou canst. 
Draw the kind curtain of eternal night. 
And shrewd me from the horrors that beset me I 

[Exeunt Mahomet, SfC. 

Phar, Oh ! what a curse is life, when self^convic* 
tion 
Flings our offences hourly in our face. 
And turns existence torturer to itself! 
Here let the mad enthusiast turn his eyes. 
And see, from bigotry, what horrors rise ! 
Here, in the blackest colours, let him read, 
That zeal, by craft misled, may act a deed, 
By which, both innocence and virtue, bleed. ^Exeunt. 



- THE END. 
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REMARKS* 



William Whitehead, the author of thirtragedy, waa 
the. SOD of a tradesmaB at Cambridge. He was ad- 
mitted a scholar of Clare Hall, in that university, and 
afterwards obtamed a fellowship. 

During the years 1754» 1755, and 1756, he accont- 
panied the young Lords Nuneham and ^lerg, sons 
oi the Earls of Harcourt and Jersey, in their travels. 
Through the patronage of these noblemen, he was, on 
his return, appointed Register and Secretary of the 
Order of thc^ Bath. 

On the death of Colley Cibber, Mr Whitehead 
became Poet Laureate. Besides his odes,, he was 
author of other poetical pieces, and s^eral dramas. 
He died at the age of seventy, in the year 1785j. 

^ The Roman Father** is founded on a well-known 
^ent in the early part of Roman history — a combat 
between the Horatii and the Curiatii. 

The great Comeille had produced a tragedy on this 
subject some years before the present tragedy was 
written : — the English author falls infinitely beneath 
the French, as a poet and dramatist ; though, in the 
character of ^Roroan historian, he has been perhaps 
more simple and &ithful in the relation of facts. 

But that Whitehead should omit ta introduce the 
lover on his scene is very surprising! In the ^* Ho- 
race" of Corneille, Curiatius is an important charac- 
ter ; and though his early d^ath in the play precludes 
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liim from so large a share in the action, as that giTen 
to his rival in arms, stilly as far as courage, joined 
with sensibility and tenderness, is superior to that 
rugged bravery, which never feels beyond its own 
-Beliish glory,— >so is Curiatius, the lover in die French 
tragedy, superior, both as a man and a hero, to Fkib- 
lius Horatiuis, the brother. 

Although <^ Tlie Roman Father*' is not an enet 
translation from *' Horace/' yet, as some of the most 
important scenes of the first, are evidently copied 
from the last-named play, it may be amusing to the 
reader to know what ComeiJle, in bis examination of 
'his own tragedy, has said of those parts of it which 
Whitehead has particularly adopted in the fi^llowiog 
'pagies. 

The French poet commences his exa^nalion bjr 
acquainting his reader, that the drama of " Horace" 
would have been considered as the best among df his 
works, if the two last acts had equalled the three pre- 
ceding. The reader of the English play will assured- 
ly find a deficiency of interest towards the end of the 
production : and therefore the -English author is, in 
this failure, implicated with his original. 

Comeiile laments, that, with all his care to describe 
tlie virtues of the brother, Horatius, as ferocious, he 
yet had not the art to give sufficient, preparation to 
the audience, for the fatal effects of this young man's 
patriotism in the last act. Such may be also found 
Whitehead's failing. 

Comeiile considers it as a blemish in his play« tliat 
.this event in the last act should form a double ac- 
tion by forcing young Horatius into a second perU> 
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after having nobly escaped the first. He calls it« be« 
sides, a meaner peril — a private quarrel, after a com* 
bat for the public weal — ^the fighting with a woman, 
after having conquered a band of heroes* 

This incident it was in vain for the English writer 
to reject, unless he had possessed the invention to 
have given five acts to his play without it ; and thuis 
to have postponed the battle of Publius with the Cu- 
iiatii» as Corneille says it ought to have been delay-^ 
ed till the catastrophe. But as that incident, which 
' is now introduced at the conclusion of the piece, is 
purely historical, and proceeds exactly from the pre- 
vious grand event, it surely should be included in the 
tragedy, though it is to be regretted that the greater 
occurrence precedes the less* 

The author of *^ Horace'' shows little gallantry to 
the ladiefif, in this his examination of the work, not- 
withstanding he was a Frenchman. He says, that 
the actresiir who performed Horatia, brought on him 
the unjust reproach of shedding blood in the sight of 
an audience; for that it was set down in her part to 
run from her brother, with the usual cowardice of her 
sex> the moment he drew his sword ; by which means 
. her suj^osed wound would have been received be* 
hind the scenes. 

In another place, he congratulates himself for ha- 
ving made a female the beare| of the false intelligence 
given in respect to the defeat of Publius ; saying,-^ 
it was proper, on that occasion, to make use of the 
common impatience and common mis^prdiension 
of a woman. 

a2 
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ROMAN FATHER. 



ACT THE FIRST. 

9 

SCEN-E I* 

A Room in Horatius's Ho^«^.--Volscinius crossel^ 
the Stage^ Hon Ail a JbUdtoing. 

Hor'aita, Stay, soldier. As you parted from my 
father. 
Something I overheard of near concern. 
But all imperfectly. Said you not. Alba 
^as on the brink of fate, and Rome determined 
This day to crush her haughty rival'ij power. 
Or perish in th' attempt ? 

Vol, ^Twas so resolved. 
This morning, lady, ere I left the camp. 
Our heroes are tired out with ling'ring war. 
And ha1f-ui>meaning fight. 

Horatio. Then this day 
Is fix'd for death or conquest? [He bows."] To me 

death. 
Whoever conquers ! £Aside.'] I detain you, sir. 
Commend me to my brothers ; say, I wfeh— 
But wherefore should I wish ? The gods will crown 
Their virtues with the just success they merit 
Yet let me ask you, sir 

Vol. My duty, lady. 
Commands 'me hence* Fre this they have ei^g^ed ; 
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And oonqnest's adf would lose its duunns to me. 
Should I not share the danger. 

lAs VoLSciBnus goes osf, 

Enter Valxria, toko looks firt^ an him, and then as 

HORATIA* 

Valeriiu My dear Horatia, wherefore wilt thou comt 
The means to be unhappy i Still enquiring;. 
Still more to be undone. I heard it too ; 
And flew to find thee, ere the fiital news 
Had hurt thy quiet, that thou might'st have learnt it 
From a friend's tongue, and dresrd in gentler terms. 

Horatio. Oh, I am lost, Valeria ! lost to virtue. 
Ev'n while my country's fate, the fiUe of Rooie, 
Hangs on the conqueror's sword, this breast can fid 
A softer passion* and divide its cares. 
Alba to me is Rome. Wouldst thou believe it ? 
I would have sent by him, thou saw'st departing. 
Kind wishes to my brothers; but my tongue 
Denied its office, and this rebel heart 
Ev'n dreaded their success. Oh, Curiatius ! 
Why art thou there, or why an enemy ? 

Valeria. Forbear this self-reproach ; he is thy bus 
band. 
And who can blame thy fears ? If fortune make him 
A while thy country's foe, she cannot cancel 
Vows register'd above. What though the priest 
Had not confirm'd it at the sacred altar. 
Yet were your hearts united, and that union 
Approved by each consenting parent's choice. 
Your brothers loved him as a friend, a brother; 
And all the ties of kindred pleaded for him. 
And still must plead, whate er our heroes teach us. 
Of patriot strength. Our country may demand 
We should be wretche^i and we must obey ; 
But never can require us not to feel. 
That we are miserable ; nature there 
Will give the lie to virtue. 

Horatia* True ; yet sure 
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f^ Roman virgin shouldbe more fhab womao. r 
Are we not early taught to mock at pain, 
^Iknd Xofjlk on danger witli undaunted eyes ? 
But what are dangers, what the ghastliest form 
Of death itself ?— Oh, were I only bid 
To rush* into the Tiber's foaming wave^ 
Or from the height 

Of yon Tgrpeian rock^ whose giddy steep 
Has tum\i me pale with horror at the sight, 
Pd thipk the tai^ were nothing I but to bear 
These strange vicissitudes of torturing pain. 
To fear, to doubt, and to despair as I do— — — 

Vderia, And why despair I Have we so idly leam'd 
The noblest lessons of our infant days, 
Oui; trust above I Does there not stiH remain 
The wretch's last retreat, the gods, Horatia I 
^is ftotck their awful wills our evils spring, 
A.nd at their altars may we find relief. 
Say, shall we thither I — Look not thus dejectedp 
But answer me. A- confidence in them, 
Ev'n in this crisis of our fate, will calm 
Tby troubljpd soi^,:and fill thy breast with hope, 

Horatia. Talk not of hope ! What should I hope i 
That Alba conquer ? — Cursed be every thought 
Whiqh looks that way ! 

Valerias Forbear, forbear, Horatia ; 
Nor fright me with the thought. Rome cannot fall* 
Think on the glorious battles she has fought ; 
Has she once fail'd, though oft exposed to danger i 
And has not her immortal founder promised 
That she should rise* the mistress of the world ? 

Horafia* And if Home conquers, then Horatia 
dies. 

Valerh- Why wilt thou form vain images of horror. 
Industrious to be wretched I Js it then 
Become impossible that Rome should triumph. 
And Curiatius live i He must, he shall » 
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Protecting gods shall spread their ahields aroondlH^ 
And love shall combat in Horatia's cause* 

Horatia. Think'st thou so meanly of hmi{— IK 
Valeria! 
His soul's too great to give me such a trial; 
Or could it ever come, I think, myself 
Thus lost in love, thus abject as I sm, 
I should despise the slave, who dared survive 
His countrVs ruin. Ye hnmortal povrers I 
I love his nune too well» his spotless honoiuv 
At least I hope 1 do, to wish nim mine 
On any terms which he must blush to own. [SioiL 
What means that shout ?— Might we not ask, Tafe* 

ria? 

Didst thou not wish me to the temple !— -Come, 
I will attend thee thither; the kind gods 
Perhaps may ease this throbbing hearty and spreil 
At least a temporary calm within. 

Valeria, Alas, Horatia ! His not to the temple 
That thou would'st fly; the shout alone alaniM tbet 
But do not thus anticipate thy fate ; 
Why shouldst thou learn each chance of vaipg 

war? 
Stay but an hour, perhaps, and thou shalt know 
The whole at once*-»Pll send-^Pll fly myself 
To ease thy doubts, and bring thee news of joy. 

Horatius. [fVithata,] What ho 1 Vindlcius. 

Valeria. Hark ! 'tis thy father's voice, he oomfl 
to cheer thee* 

EtUer HoRATius and Valerius* 

Horatius. [Entering*] News from the campi nf 
child!— 
'Save you, sweet maid ! ^ [Seeing Yaliiu* 

Your brother brings. the tidings, for, alas! 
I am np warrior now; my U8ele» age* 
F^r from the ^lb& ot Uoxiout^ loiters here 
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la duggiah inactiTity at home; 
Tet I remember-'^— 

Horatia. You'll forgive us, sir, 
If with impatieDce we expect the tidioffs. 

floratiui. I had forgot; the thoughts of what I 
was 
Engrosi^d my whole attention.— Pray, young soldier, 
Rebte it ft|r me ; jrou beheld the scene. 
And can report it justly. 

Valerius. Gentle lady. 
The scene was piteous, though its end be peace* 

JUmnHa. Peace !. O, my fluttering heart ! by what 
kind means i 

Valerius. Twere tedious, ladv, and unnecessary 
To paint the disposition of the field; 
Suffice it, we were armM, and front to firont 
T)ie adverse legions heard the trumpet^s sound : 
But vain was the alarm, for motionless, 
Andwraptiii thought they stopp'4; the kindred ranks 
Had caught each other^s eyes, nor dared to lift 
The &ult'ring spear iigainst the breast they loved. 
Again the alarm was given, and now they seepi'd 
Pk^aring to engage, whep otce asain 
rhey hung theiraroopJQg heads, and inward moum'd; 
rhen nearer drew,'|md at the third alarm, 
Castinff their swords ^d useless shields aside, 
Elosh'd to each other's arms. 
MaraHus, 'Twks sd, just so, 
^Tbough I was then a ehild, yet I have heard 
If y mother, weeping, oft relate the story) 
Soft pity touch'df the breasts of m^hty chiefs, 
Romans and Sabines, when the matrons rushM 
between their meeting armies, and opposed 
rheir helpless infants, and their heavmg breasts. 
To their advancing swords, and bade them there 
Sheath all their vengeance. — But I interrupt you— 
Proceed, Valerius ; thev would hear the event. 
N^Aud yet, methinks, the Albans — ^pray go on. 
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Valerius' Our king Hostiiiua from a rising mound 
Beheld the tender interview, and join'd 
His friendly tears with theirs ; then" swift advanoe^i 
Ev'n to the thickest press, and cried, Mj firiendsi 
If thus we love, why are we enemies ? 
Shall stern ambition, rivalship of power. 
Subdue the soft hnmanity within us ? 
Are we not joinM by every tie of kindred? 
And can we find no method to compose 
These jars of honour, these nice prmciples 
Of virtue, "which infest the noblest mind ? 

HarcUius, There spoke his country's father ! diii 
transcends 
The flight of earth-born kings, whose low ambition 
But tends to lay the face of nature waste. 
And blast creation ! — How was it received f 

Valerius. As he himself could wish, with eager 
transport. 
In short, the Roman and the Alban chiefs 
In council have determined, that since glory 
Must have her victims, and each rival state. 
Aspiring to dominion, scorns to yield. 
From either army shall be chose three champicHiSi 
To fight the cause alone, and whate'er state 
Shall prove superior, their acknowledged power 
Shall tix«the imperial seat, and both unite 
Beneath one common head. 

Horatia, Kind Heaven, 1 thank thee ! 
Bless 'd be the friendly grief, that toucli'd their souls! 
And bless'd the tongue. 
Which brings the gentle tidings i 

Valeria^ Now, Horatia, 
Your idle fears are o'er. 

Horatia. Yet one remains. 
Who are the champions ? are they yet elected? 
Has Rome 

Valeriuss The Roman chiefs now meet in council) 
And ask the presence of the sage Horatius. 
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Haratius. [After'aptttue*] Bat still> methiDks, I like 
not this, to trust 
\The Roman cause to such a slender hazard— « 
Tfire^ -combatants ! ^'tis dangerous 

Horatia. [In a fright] My father ! 

Horatius* I might, perhaps, prevent! 

Horatia^ Do not, sir, 
^ Oppose the kind decree. 

Vai^rius* Rest satisfied, 
Sveet lady, 'tis so solemnly agreed to, 
Not even Horatius's advice can shake it. 

Horatku. And yet, 'twere well to end these civil 
broils: 
The neighb'ring states might take advantage of them* 
—-'Would I were young again ! how glorious 
Were death in such a cause ! — And yet, who knows, 
Some of my boys may be selected for it — • — 

Perhaps may conquer Grant me that, kind gods, 

And close my eyes in transport !— -Come, Valerius, 

I'll but dispatch some necessary orders, 

And straight attend thee«— — Daughter, if thou 

lov'st 
Thy brothers, let thy prayers be pour'd to Heav'n, 
That one at least may share the glorious task. l£xiU 
* Valerius, Rome cannot trust her cause to worthier 

hands. 
Tli^y bade me greet you, lady. [7b Horatia. 

Horatidi [With some hesitation.] My brothers, gen* 
tie sir, you said were well. 
Saw you their noble friends, the Curlatii ? 
The truce, perhaps, permitted it. 

Valerius. Yes, lady, 
I left them jocund in your brothers' tent, 
Like friends, whom envious storms a while had parted, 
<Joying to meet again. 

Horatia* Sent they no message ? 

Valerius. None, fair one, but such general salutation 
As friends would bring uobid. 

B 
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Horaiia. Sud Caius nothing ^ 
Valerius. Caius? 

Horatia. Ay, Caius ; did he mention me ? 
Vdleritu* ^Twas slightly, if he did, and 'scapes ms 
now 

yes, I do remember, when your brother 
AsVd him, in jest, if he had aught to send, 
To sooth a love-sick maid (your pardon, lady) 

He smiled, and cried, Gloiys the soldier's mistress. 
Haratia, Sir, youll excuse me — something of im- 
portance— 
My &ther may have business Oh, Valeria ! 

[Aside to Valeria. 
Talk to thy brother, know the fatal truth 

1 dread to hear, and let tne learn to die, 

If Guriatius has indeed forgot me. (En^« 

Valerius* She seems disordered 1 

Valeria. Has she not cause ? 
Can you administer the baneful potion, 
And wonder at the effect ? 

Valerius. You talk in riddles ! 

Valeria. They're riddles, brother, which your heart 
unfolds. 
Though you affect surprise. Was Curiatius 
Indeed so cold ? Poor shallow artifice, 
The trick of hopeless love ! I saw it plainly. 
Yet what could you propose ? An hour's uneasiness 
Tq poor Horatia ; for be sure by that time 
She sees him, and your deepwrought schemes are 
air. 

Valerius, What could I do ? this peace has ruined 
me; 
While war continued, I had gleams of hope. 
Some lucky chance might rid me of my rival. 
And time efface his image in her breast. 
But now 

Valeria. Yes, now you must resolve to follow 
The advice I gave you first, and root this passion 
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Entirely from your heart; for know, she dot^ 
£v'n to distraction dotes on Curiatius; 
An(l every fear she felt, while dwsger threatened. 
Will now endear him more. 

Valerius. Cruel Valeriay 
You triumph in my pain ! 

Valeria. By Heaven, I do not ! 
I only would extirpate everir thought 
"Which gives you pain, nor leave one foolish wish 
For hope to daiHy with. 

Valerius. Yet once more assist me — 
Kay^ turn not from me, hy my soul I meant not 
To interrupt their loves, — Yet, should some accident, 
'Tis not impossible, divide their hearts, 
I might, perhaps, have hone : therefore tUl marriagie 
Cuts off all commerce, ai|a confirms me wretched9 
Be it thy task, my sister, with fond stories, 
Such as our ties of blood may countenance. 
To paint thy brother's worth, his power in arms, 
His favour with the king : then mention many a fiur^ 
Vo matter whom, that sighs to call you sister* 

Valeria. Well, weD, away—Yet tell me, ere you 

go. 
How did tliis lover talk of his Horatia ? 

ValeHus. Why will you mention that ungrateful 

subject ? 
Think what you've heard me breathe a thdusand 

times. 
When my whole soul dissolved in tenderness; 
'Twas rapture all ; what lovers only feel. 
Or can express when felt« He had been here, 
But sudden orders from the camp detain'd him* 
Farewell ; Horatius waits me^-*but remember. 
My life, nay, more than life, depends on you. [ExiK 
Valeria. Poor youth ! he knows not how I feel his 

anguish, 
Yet dare not seem to pity what I feel. 
How shall I act betwixt this friend and brother ! 



16 THB ROMAN FATHXR. [ACT ft. 

Should she suspect his passion, she may doubt 
My friendship too ; and yet to tell it her 
Were to betray his cause. No, let my heart 
With the same blameless caution still proceed ; 
To each inclining most as most distrest : 
Be just to both, and leaved Heav'n the rest 1 [£»/. 



ACT THE SECOND; 



SCENE I. 



A Room in the House gf Horatius. 

Enter Horatia and Valeria. 

Horatia* Valeria, 
This seeming negligence of Curiafius 
Betrays a secret coldness at the heart. 
May not long absence, or the charms of war. 
Have damp'd, at least, if not effaced, his passion ^ 
I know not what to think. 

Valeria. Think, my Horatia, 
That you're a lover, and have learn'd the art 
To raise vain scruples, and torment yourself 
With every distant hint of fancied ill. 
Your Curiatius still remains the same. 
My brother idly trifled with your passion. 
Or might, perhaps, unheedingly relate 
What you too nearly feel* Put seCi your father ! 
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Horatio* He seems transported i sure some hsBogigy 
news 
Has brought him back thus early. Oh, my heart ! 
I long) yet dread^ to ask him. Speak» Valeria. 

Enter Horatius. 

VdkrUi. You're soon retum'd, my lord. 

Horatius, Retum'dy Valeria ! 
My life, my youth's retum'd, I tread in air ! 
-^I.cannot «peak ; my joy's too great for utterance. 
«— Ob, I could weep ! — my sons, my sons are chosen 
Their country's combatants; not one, but all! 

Horatia. My brothers, said you, sir? 

Horatius* All three, my child, 
All three are champions in the cause of Rome* 
Oh, happy state of fethers ! thus to feel 
New warmth revive, and springing Jife renew'd 
£ven on the margin of the grave ! 

Valeria. The time 
Ofcomba£,isitfix'd? 

Horatius. This day, this hour 
Perhaps, decides our doom. 

Valeria. And is it known 
With whom they must engage i 

Horatius. Not yet, Valeria ; 
. But with impatience we expect each moment 
The resolutions of the Alban senate. 
And spon may they arrive, that ere we quit 
Yon hostile field, tne chiefe who dtured oppose 
Kome's rising glories, may with shame confess 
The gods protect the empire they have raised.— 
.IVhere are thy smiles, Horatia ? Whence proceeds 
This sullen silenqe, when my thronging joys 
Want words to speak them ? Pr'ythee, telk of empir?> 
Talk of those darlings of my soul, thy brothers. 
Call them whate'er wild fancy can suggest,^ 
Their countr/s pride, the boast of future times. 
The dear defence^ the guardian gods of Rome 1-^ 

b2 
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By Heav'Dy thou stand*it unmof ed, nor fteb thj 

breast 
The charms of glory, the extatic warmth 
Whidb beams new life, and lifts us nearer Hearen! 

lloraiia. My gracious father, with surprise sod 
transport i 

I heard the tidings, as becomes your daughter. 
And like your daughter, were our sex alJow'd 
The noble privilege which man usurps, 
Could die with pleasure in my country's cause. 
But yet, permit a sister's wedcness, sir. 
To feel the pangs of nature, and to dread 
The fate of those she loves, however glorious- 
And sure they cannot aU survive a conflict 
So desperate as this. 

Horaiius. Survive ! By Heaven, 
I could not hope that they should all survive. 
No; let them fail. If from their glorious deaths 
Kome*8 freedom spring, I shall be nobly paid 
For every sharpest pang the parent feelsi. 
Had I a thousand sons, in such a cause 
I could behold them bleeding at my feet. 
And thank the gods with tears ! 

E7itcr PUBLIUS HORATIUS. 

Pub. My father ! IQfferivg to kne^. 

Horatius. Hence! 
Kneel not to me->— stand off; and let me view 
At distance, and with reverential awe. 
The champion of my country ! — Oh, my boy ! 
That I should live to this — ^my soul's too full ; 
Let this, and this speak for me. — Bless tflee, bles 
thee ! [Embracing hinu 

* But wherefore art thou absent from the camp r 
Where are tliy brothers ? Has the Alban state 
Determined ? Is the time of combat fix'd ? 

Pub, Think not, my loxd, tVv^x. ^Vvai teverence, 
Howerer due, had dxawnm^ ^qklxXv^^^^^ 
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Where nobler duty calls ; a patriot's soul 
Can feel no humbler ties, nor knows the voice 
Of kindred, when his country claims his aid. 
It was the King's command I should attend you, 
. Else had I stay'd till wreaths immortal graced 
My brows, and made thee proud indeed to see 
Beneath thy roof, and bending for thy blessing, 
Not thine, Horatius, but the son of Rome ! 

Horatius. Oh, virtuous pride !-^'tis bliss too ex« 
quisite 
For human sense ! — thus let me answer thee. 

[^Embracing him again. 
Where are my other boys ? 

Fub. They only wait 
Till Albans loit'ring chiefs declare her champions, 
Our future victims, sir, and with the news 
•Will greet their father's ear. 
. • Horatius* It shall not need. 
Myself will to the field. Come, let us haste. 
My old blood boils, and my tumultuous spirits 
Pant for the onset. Ob, for one short hour 
Of vigorous youth, that I might share the toil 
l^ow with my boys, and be the next my last ! 

Horatia- My brother ! 

Pub, My Horatia ! ere the dews 
Of evening fall, thou shalt with transport own me ; 
, Shalt own thy country's saviour in thy arms. 
Or bathe his honest bier with tears of joy. 
Thy lover greets thee, and complains of absence 
•With many a sigh, and many a longing look 
Sent tow'rd the towers of Rome. 

Horatia. Methinks, a lover 
Might take th' advantage of the truce, and bear 
His kind complaints- himself, not trust his vows . 
To other tongues, or be obliged to tell 
Tlie passing winds his passion. 

'Pub. Dearest sister, 
H^ with impatience waite the lucky moroe^x 
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That may with honour bear him to your arms. 
Didst thou but hear how tenderly he talks. 
How blames the dull delay of Alban councils. 
And chides the lingering minutes as they pass. 
Till &te determines, and the tedious dues 
Permit his absence, thou wouldst pity him. 
But soon, my sister, soon shall every bar 
Which thwarts thy happiness be fiir away. 
We are no longer enemies to Alba, 
This day unites us, and to-morrow's sun 
May hear thy vows, and make my friend, my brother. 

Horatiui. [^Having talked apart tvkh Valeria.] 
'lis truly Roman I — Here's a maid, Horatia, 
Laments her brother lost the glorious proc^ 
Of djring for his country. Come, my son. 
Her softness will infect thee ; pr'y thee, laave her. 

Horatio. \Lo6lA^rstonher Father, and then ten' 
deriy on herlSrother»2 Not till my soul lui 
pourd its wishes for him.— - 
Hear me, dread god of war, protect and save bim ! 

[^Kneeling* 
For thee, and thy immortal Rome, he fights I 
Dash the proud spear from every hostile hand 
That dares oppose him ; may each Alban chief 
Fly from his presence, or his vengeance feel ! 
And when in triumph he returns to Rome, J^Rmng* 
Hail him, ye maids, with srateful songs of praise. 
And scatter all the bloommg spring befbre him ; 
Cursed be the envioift brow- that smiles not then, 
Cursed be the wretch that wears one mark of sorrow, 
Or flies not thus with open arms to greet him! 

Enter TvLLvs Hostilius, Valerius, am;^ Guards* 

Valerius. The king, my lord, approaches. 

Horaiitis. Gracious sir. 
Whence comes this condescension i 

TuUm. Good old man. 
Could I have found a nobler me9senger. 
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I would have spared myself th' ungrateful task 
Of this day's embassy^ for much I fear 
My oews will want a welcome, 

Horatius, Mighty king ! 
Forgive an old man's warmth-*— -they have not sure 
M^e choice of other combatants ! — ^My sons. 
Must they not fight for Rome I 

TuJtlus. Too sure they must* 

Hpratius. Thea I am blest. 
. TuUt^. But that they must engage 
Will hurt thee most, when thou shalt know with 

whom. 
" Horatius. I care not whom. 
; TuUus^ Suppose your nearest friends. 
The Curiatii, were die. Alban choice. 
Could you bear that I Could you, young man, support 
A conflict there ? 

Pub.^ I could perform iny duty. 
Great sir ; though even a brother should oppose me. 

Ttdlus, Thou art a Roman 1 Let thy king embrace 
thee. 

HoratiiLS, And let thy fatlibr catch thee from his 
arms ! 

Ttdlus. Know then, that trial must be thine. The 
Albans ^ 

With envy saw one family produce 
Three chie&, \jo whom their country dared entrust 
The Roman cause, and ^corn'd to be undone. 
. Horatio. Then I am lost indeed 1 \Swoons* 

PuUius. My sister ! 

Valeria. My Horatia ! 

Horatius. Oh, foolish girl, to shame thy father 
thus ! 
Here* bear her in. 

[Horatia is carried in, Valerius and Valeria 
Jblloto* 
I am concern'd, my sovereign. 
That eyen the meanest part of me sliould blast 
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With impious grief a cause of so much glory. 
But let the viitue of my boy excuse it- 

TuBus. It does most amply. She has cause fi 
sorrow. 
The shock was sudden, and might well alarm 
A firmer bosom. 

We leave her to her tears. For you, young soMiei 
You must prepare for combat* Some few hours 
Are all that are allow'd you. But I charge you 
Tnr well your heart,' and strengthen every thougiA 
Of patriot in you. Think how dreadful 'tis 
To plant a digger in the breast you love ; 
To spurn the ties of nature, and forget 
In one short hour whole years of virtuous fiJendflUi 
Think well on that. 

Pk^. I do, my gracious sovereign ; 
And think, Uie more I dare subdue afiection^ 
The more my glory, 

TuUus, True; Init yet consider. 
Is it an easy task to change affections > 
In the dread onset can your meeting eyes 
Forget their usual intercourse, and wear 
At once the frown of war, and stem defiance t 
Will not each look recall the fond remembrance 
Of childhood past, when the whole open soul 
Breathed cordial love, and plighted many a vow 
Of tend'rest import i Think on that, young soldier, 
And tell me if thy breast be still unmoved ? 

Puh* Think not, oh king, howe'er resolved oa 
combat, 
I sit so loosely to the bonds of nature, 
As not to feel their force. I feel it strongly. 
I love the Curiatii, and would serve them 
At life's expense : but here a nobler cause 
Demands my sword : for all connexions else. 
All private duties are subordinate 
To what we owe the public. Partial ties. 
Of son and father, hulsband, friend, or brother. 
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we their enjoyments to the public safety, 

nd without that were vain. Nor need we, siff 

1st off humanity, and to be heroes 

3380 to be men. As in our earliest days, 

''hile yet we leam*d the exerdse of war^^ 

^e strove together, not as enemies, 

St conscious each of his peculiar worthy 

od scorning each to yield; so wUl we ntm 

Qgage with ardent, not with hostile, minds, 

ot fired with rage, but emuloqs 0|f &me. 

Xuttus. Now I dare trust thee ; go and tqach thy 

brothers 
J think like thee, and conquest is your own. 
[lis is true courage, not the brutal force 
f Tolgar heroes, but the firm resolve 
f virtue and of reason.— Coine, Horatius, 
\iy other sons shall meet thee at the camp ; 
»r now I do bethink me, 'tis not fit 
ftey should behold their 'sister thus alarm'd. 
aste, soldier, and detain them. 

[To one of the Guards. 
Horatius, (rrficipus sir, 
e'll fqilpw^ on the instant. 
TuUus* Then farewell, 
'ben next we meet, 'tis Rome and liberty ! 

[^Exit mth Guards. 
Horatius. Come, let me arm ^hee for the glorious 

toil. 
have a sword, whose lightning ofl has blazed 
readfully fatal to my country's foes ; 
[lis shalt thou bear ; myself will gird it on, 
nid lead thee forth to death or victory* . [Goingm 
-And yet, my Publius, shall I own my weakness r 
hough 1 detest the cause from whence they spring, 
feel thy sister's sorrows like a father, 
he was my soul's delight. 
Pud. And may remain so. 
bis sudden shock has but alarm'd her virtue, 
ot quite subdued its force* At least, my father,^ 
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Time's lenient hand wDl teach her to endure 
The ills of chance, and reason conquer lore. * 

Horatius, Should we not see her ? 

Pub. By no means, my lord ; 
You heard the king's commands about my broth^. 
And we have hearts as tender sure as they. 
Might I advise, you should confine her closely. 
Lest she infect the matrons with her grief» 
And bring a stain we should not wish to fix 
On the Horatian name. 

Horatius. It shall be so. '^ 

We'll think no more of her. *Tis glory calls, 
And humbler passions beat alarms in vain. [£A 

As Horatius goes qffl Horatia enters at aruAff 

Horatia, Where is my brother ? — Oh, my dearest 
Publius, 
If e*er you loved Horatia, ever felt 
That tenderness which you have seem'd to feel. 
Oh, hear her now ! 

Pub. What wouldst thou, my Horatia ? 

Horatia. I know not what I would— I'm ontheradc, 
Despair and madness tear my lab'ring soul. 
— And yet, my brother, sure you might relieve me. 

Pub. How ? by what means ? By Heaven, I'll die 
to do it. 

Horatia. You might decline the combat. 

Pub. Ha! 

Horatia. I do not 
Expect it from thee. Pr'ythee look more kindly. 
— And yet, is the request so very hard ? 
I only ask thee not to plunge thy sword " 
Into the breast thou lovest, not kill thy friend; 
Is that so hard ? — 1 might have said thy brother. 

Pub. What canst thou mean ? Beware, beware, 
Horatia ; 
Thou know'st I dearly love thee, nay, thou know'st 
I love the man with whom I must engage. 
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Yet hast thou faintly read thy brothei^s soul. 
If thou canst think entreaties have the power. 
Though urged with all the tenderness of tears, 
To shake his settled purpose : they may make 
My task more hard, and my soul bleed within me,« 
But cannot touch my virtue. 

Horatia. 'Tis not virtue 
Which contradicts our nature, 'tis the rage 
Of over- weening pride. Has Rome no champions 
She could oppose but you ? Are there not thousands 
As warm for glory, and as tried in arms, 
Who might without a crime aspire to conquest, 
Or die with honest fame i 

Pub, Away, away I 
Talk to thy lover thus. But 'tis not Caius 
Thou wouldst have infamous. 

Horatia. Oh, kill me not 
With such unkind reproaclit^s. Yes, I own 

I love him, more 

■ Puh. Than a chaste Ropieti maid 
Should dare confess. 

Horatio. -Should dare ! What means my brother I 
J^had my father's sanction on my love, 
And duty taught me first to feel its power. 
— Should dare confess ! — Is that the dreadful crime ! 
Alas, but spare him, spare thy friend, Horatius, 
And I will cast him from my breast for ever. 
Will that oblige thee ? Only let him die 
[By other hands, and I will learn to hate him. 

Pub. Why wilt thou talk thus madly I Love him 
^ stUl ! 
And if we fall the victims of our country, 
(Which Heav'n avert !) wed, and enjoy him freely. 
Horatia* Ob, never, never. What, my country's 
bane! 
The murderer of iny brothers ! may the gods 
first tear me, blast me, scatter me on winds, 
And pour out each unheard-of vengeance on me ! 
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Pub* Do not tonnent thyself thus idly-i-Go> 
Compose tbysd^ and be again my sisten 

Enter Horatius toith the Sword. 

JIaratius. Tbb sword in Veii's field ^Wfaat dot 

thou here i 
JjttLve him, I charge thee, gir l .Come, come, mj 

Publius, 
Let's haste where duty calls. 

Horatio. What ! to the field? 
He must not, shall not go ; 
Oh, if you have not quite cast off afiection ! 
If you detest not your distracted sister 

Moraiius. Shame of thy race, why clost thou hang 
upon him I ^ 

Wouldst thou entail eternal infamy 
On him, on me, and all ? 

Horatittn Indeed 1 would nol^ 
I know I ask impossibilities ; 
Yet pity me, my father I 

Pub. Pity thee ! 
l^egone, fond wretch, nor urse mv temper thus. 
By Heaven, I love thee as a orothe^ ought- 
Then hear my last resolve ; if Fate, averse 
To Rome and us, determine my destruction, 
1 charge thee wed thy lover ; he will then 
Deserve thee nobly. Or, if kinder ^ods 
Propitious hear the prayers of supphant Rome^ 
And he should fall by me, I then expect 
!No weak upbraidings for a lover's death. 
But such returns as shall become thy birth, 
A sister's thanks for having saved her country. [Exit, 

JHoratia. Yet stay — Yet hear me, Fublius — 

Horatius. Forbear, rash girl, thou'it tempt thy fa- 
ther 
To do an outrage mi^ht perhaps distract him. 

Horatia. Alas, forgive me, sir, I'm very mrtetchedi 
Indeed I am— Yet I will strive to stop 
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This swelling grief, and bear it like Jrour duughter. 
Do but forgive me, sir. 

Horatius* I do, I do 
Go Id, my childj the gods maj find a way 
To make thee happy yet. But on thy duty, 
Whatever reports may reach, or fears alarm thee» 
I charge thee come not to the field* 

Horaiia. I will not. 
If you command it« sir. But will you tben» 
^ ftr as cruel honour may permit. 
Remember that your poor Horatia^ life 
Hangs on this dreadful contest ! [Eori^ Horatia.. 

Horatius. [Looking after her."] Spite c^my boasted 
istrength,1ier grief unmans me. 
•—But let her from my thoughts I The patriot's breast 

No hopes, no fears, but for hb country knows. 
And in her danger loses private woes. (ExUm 

Valerius and Valerla meetings 

Valerius. Now, my Valeriay where's the charming 
she 
That calls me to her i with a lover's haste 
I fly to execute the dear command. 

Valeria, 'Tis not the lover, but the firiend she wants* 
If thou dar'st own that name. 

Valerius. The friend, my sister ! 
There's more than friendship in a lover's breast. 
More warm> more tender is the flame he feels— 

Valeria. Alas ! these raptures suit not her distresis ; 
She seeks th' indulgent friend, whose sober sense^ 
Free from the mists of passion, might direct 
Her jarring thoughts, and plead her doubtful cause. 

Valerius. Am I that friend ? Oh, did she turn her 
thought 
On me. for that kind office ? 

Valeria* Yes, Valerius. 
She chose you out to be her advocate 
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To Curiatius ^ 'tis the only hope 
She now dares cherish ; her relentless brother 
With scorn rejects her tears, her father flies her« 
And only you remain to sooth her cares. 
And save her ere she sinks. 

Valerius, Her advocate 
To Curiatius ! 

VcUeria^ 'Tis to him she sends you, 
To urge her suit, and wi^ him from the field. 
But come, her sorrows will more; strongly pleod 
Than all my grrief can utter.. 

Valerius, To my rival ! 
. To Curiatius plead her cause, and teaqh 
My tongue a lesson which my heart abhors! 
Impossible I Valeriaj pr'ythee say 
Thou saw'st me not ; the business of the camp 
Confined me there. Farewell. {Gm^* 

Valeria. What means my brother ? 
You cannot leave her now ; for shame, turn back, 
Is this the virtue of a Roman youth ? 
Oh, by these tears ! 

Valerius, They flow in vain, Valeria : 
Nay, and thou know'st they do. Oh, earth and 

heav'n ! 
This combat was the means my happier stars 
Found out to save me from the brink of ruin ; 
And can I plead against it, turn assassin 
On my own life ? 

, Valeria. Yet thou canst murder her 
Thou dost pretend to love ; away, deceiver ! 
V\\ seek some worthier messenger to plead 
In beauty's cause ; but first inform Horatia, 
How much Valerius is the friend she thought him. 

Valerius. Oh, heavens ! stay, sister ; 'tis an arduous 

task. 
Valeria. I know the task is hard, and thought I 

knew 
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Thy virtue too. 

Vaferius* I must, I will obey thee. ' 
Lead on, — ^Yet pr'ythee, for a moment leave me> 
Till I can recollect my scattered thoughts. 
And dare to be uahappy* 

Valeria. My Valenus! 
I fly to tell her you but wait her pleasure; [^Exit, 

Valerius. Yes, I will undertake this luiteful office; 
It never can succeed.<»Yet at this instant 
It may be dangerous, while the people melt 
With fond compassion. — No» it cannot be ; 
His resolution's fix'd, and virtuous pride 
Forbids an alteration. To attempt it 
Makes her my friend, and may word hereafter 
A thousand tender hours to move my suit. 
That hope determines all. [ExH^ 



ACT THE THIRD. 



SCENE X. 



Scene continues* 

Enter Horatia and Valeria* Horatia Kmth a 

Scarf in her Hand* 

Horatia. Where is thy brother i Wherefore stays 
he thus ? ' 

Did you conjure him i did he say he*d come I 
I have no brothers now, and fly to him 
As my last refuge. Did he seem averse 
To thy entreaties i Are all brothers so ? 
Valeria* Dear maid, 

o 2 
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Restrain your sorrows ; I've already told you 
My brother will with transport execute 
Whatever you command* 

Horatia. Oh 1 wherefore then 
Is he away ? Each moment now is precious ; 
If lost, 'tis lost for ever, and if gain'd. 
Long scenes of lasting peace, and smiling years 
Of happiness unhoped for wait upon it. 

Valeria. He will anon be here ; pray, be calm ; 
Success is thine if it depends on him. . [j^ 

Horalia, Success! alas, perhaps even now too kte 
I labour to preserve him ; the dread arm 
Of vengeance is already stretch'd against him« 
And he must fall. Yet let me strive to save hinu 
Yes, thou dear pledge, design'd for happier hoursi 

ITotheSmf 
The gift of nuptial love, thou shalt at least 
Essay thy power. 
Oft as I framed thy web. 
He sate besi'Ie me, and would say in sport. 
This present, which thy love designs for me. 
Shall be the future bond of peace betwixt us : 
By this we'll swear a lasting love ; by this. 
Through the sweet round of all our days to come, 
Ask what thou wilt, and Curiatius grants it. 

I shall try thee nearly now, dear youth ; 
Glory and I are rivals for thy heart, 

And one must conquer. 

Enter Valerius. 

Valerius. 'Save you, gracious lady ! 
On the first message which my sister sent me 

1 had been here, but was obliged by office. 

Ere to their champions each resign'd her charge/ 
To ratify the league 'twixt Rome and Alba. 

Horatia, Are they engaged then ? 

Valerius, No, not yet engaged ; 
Soft pity for a while suspends, the onset; 
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The sight of near relations, amiM in fight 
Against each other, tQiich'd the gazers' hearts^; 
And senators on each side have proposed 
To change the combatants. 

Horaiia. My blessings on them I . . 

Think you they will succeed I 

Valerius* The chiefs themselres 
Are resolute to fight. . 

Horatia. Insatiate virtue ! 
I must not to the field; I am confined 
A prisoner here : or suve these tears would move' 
Their fiinty breasts,—* O, sir, forgive a maid. 
Who dares in spite of n^odesty confess 
Too soft a passion. Will you pardon me^ 
If I entreat you to the field again, 
An humble suitor from the veriest wretch 
That ever knew distress ? 

Valerius. Dear lady, speak ! 
What would you I should do ? 

Horatia. O bear this to him^r 

^Valerius, To whom ^ 

Horaiia* To Curiatius bear this scarf: 
And tell him, if he ever truly loved ; 
If all the vows he breathed were not false lures 
To catch th' unwary mind — and sure they were not l-*^ 
Oh, tell him how he may with honour cease 
To urge his cruel right ; the senators 
Of Rome and Alba will approve such mildness. 
Tell him his wife, if he wUl own that name. 
Entreats him from the field ; his lost Horatia 
Begs on her trembling knees he would not temp(^ 
A certain fate, and murder her he loves. 
Tell him, if he consents, she fondly swears, 
By every god the varying world adores. 
To know no brother and no sire but him ; 
With him, if honour's harsh commands require it. 
She'll wander forth ^ and seek some distant home^ 
Nor ever think of Rome, or Alba more* 

Valerius. Could Ij sweet lady. 
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But paint yoiir grief with half the force I feel it, 
I need bat tell it himu and ha must 3rield« 

Horaiia. It may be so. Stity^ stay ; be sure you 
tell him. 
If he rejects my suit, no power on earth 
Shall force me to his arms. 

Valeria. Away, my brothef ! 
But, oh, for pity, do your office justly ! 

(Aside to Valkrius. 
Let not your passion blind your reason now ^ 
But urge your cause with miour. 

Valerius. By my souU 
I wUl, Valeria. Her distress alarms me ; 
And I have now no interest but her^s. J[ExiL 

Horatia, He's gone— I had a thousand things— 
And yet Fm glad he's gone. Think you, ValeriSi 
Your brother will delay ?— They may engage 
Before he reaches thetn. 

Valeria. The field'ir so ndir. 
That a few minutes brings him to the place. 
My dear Horatia, success is yours already. 

Horaiia, And yet, should I succeed, the hard-gain'd 
strife 
May chance to rob me of my future peace. 
He may not always with the eyes of love 
Look on that fondness which has staH>'d his fame. 
He may regret too late the sacrtf ce 
He made to love,- and a fond woman's weakness; 
And think the milder joys of sodal life 
But ill repay him for the mighty loss 
Of patriot reputation ! 

Valeria, Pray, forbear ; 
And search not thus into eventful time 
For ills to come. 

Like some distemper'd wretch, your wayward mind 
Kejects all nourishment, or turns to gall 
The very balm, that jshould relieve its anguish. 
He will admire thy love, which could persuade him 
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Po give up gloiy, for the milder triumphi 
Of heartfelt ease, and sofl humanity. 

Horatio. I fain would hope so. Yeft we hear nol 
of himt 
Your brother, much I fear, has sued in vain. 
Could we not send to urge this slow express i 
This dread uncertainty 1 I long to know 
My life or death a^once. 

Valeria^ Shall I to the walls ? 
I may from thence with ease survey the fields 
And can dispatch a messenger each moment, 
To tell thee all goes well. 

Horatia. My best Valeria 1 
Fly then; 

Thou art a Boman m^^d^ find though thyfiriendsh^ 
Detains thee here with one who scarce deserves 
That sacred aame» art anxious for rhy country. 
But yet for charity think kindly of me ; 
For thou shalt find hy dW events Valeria, 
I am a Roman too^ however wretched— 

lExW Vaibria^ 
Am I a Roman then i Ye powers ! I dare not 
Resolve the fatal question I propose. 
If dying would suffice, I were a Roman : ^ . 

But to stand up against this storm of pasdions. 
Transcends a woman's weakness. Hark ! what noise? 
'T^ news from Curiatius !-^Love> I thank thee ! 

Enter Volscinius* 

Well> does he yield ? Distract me not with silence. 
Say, in one word— 

VoL Your father 

Horatia, What of him ? 
Would he not let him yield ? Oh, cruel father I 
. VoL Madam, he's here— — 

Horatia. Who ? 

VoL Borne by his attendants. 

Horatia. What mean'st thou ? 
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Entet HoRATius, led in by hU Servants. 

Haratius. Lead me yet a little onwaird ; 
I shall recover straight. 

Horatia, My gracknls sire ! 

Horatius, Lend me thy arm, 
child. 
Be not surprised ; an old man must expect 
These Httle shocks of nature ; thc^ are hints 
To warn us of our end. 

Horatia. How are you> sir i 

Horatius. Better, much betten Myfhulbodyooulil 
not 
Support the swelling tumult of my soul* 

Horatia* N6 ac(M6nt5 1 hope« alarm'd you, sir! 
My. brothers— 

Horatiui. Here, go to the field again. 
You, Cautus and Vindicius, and observe 
Each cn*cum8tance. I shall be glad to hear 
The manner of the fight. 

Horatia. Are they engaged ? 

Horatius. They are, Horatia. But first let me tbuft 
thee 
For staying from the field. I would have seen 
The fight myself; but this unlucky fllness 
Has forced me to retire. Where is thy friedd T— 

Enter a Servant^ tuho gives a foiper to Horatia, 

• and retires. 

What paper's that ? Why doist thou tremble so ? 
Here, let me open it. [ takes thepaper^ and opens it»] 
From Curiatius ! 
Horatia. Oh, keep me not in this suspense, my is- 
ther ! 
Relieve ni^ from the rack. 

Horatins* He tells thee here, 
He dares not do an action that would make liim 
Unworthy of thy Ibve; and therefore— 
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, Horaiia. Dies!——* 
^Welly I am satisfied, ' 

Horatius. I see by this 
'Thou hast endeavoured to persuade thy lovep 
To quit the combat. Couldst thou think, Horath, • 
He'd sacrifice his country to a woman ? 
^ Haratia. I know not what I thougl^t. He proves 

too plainly, 
Whate'er it was, I was deceived in hin^ 
Whom I applied to. 

Horatius. Do not think so, daughter ; 
Ciould he with honour have declined the fight, 
t should myself have join'd in thy request. 
And forced him from' the field. But think, mychilc^j^ 
!|Iad he consented, and had Alba's cause, 
Supported by another arin, been baffled, 
iVbat then couldst thou expect ? Woidd he not cursf 
His foolish love, and hate thee for thy fondness ? 

Nay, think, perhaps, 'twas artifice in thee 
^o aggrandize thy racQ, and lift their lame 
Triumphant o'er his ruin and his country'^. 
Think well on that, and reason must convince thoe. 
Horatio. [ Wildh/.J ^^ • ^^ reason ever yet the 
power ■ 

To talk down g^ief, or bid the tortured wretch 

Not feel his anguish ? 'Ti^ inu>ossible. 

Could re^ison govern, I should now rejoice 

They were engaged, and count the tedious moments 

Till conquest smiled, and Rome again was free. 

Could reason govern, I should beg of Heaven 

To guide my brother's sword, and plunge it deep 

Ev'n in the hosom of the n^an I love ; 

I should forget he ever won my soul. 

Forget 'twas your command that bade me love hioiy 

Jjay, fly perhaps to yon detested field. 

And spurn with scorn his mangled body from me* 
i/ora/fW. Why wilt thou talk thus? Pry 'thee, bf 
more calm. 
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I can forgive thy tears ; they flow from nature ; 

And could have gladly wished the Alban state 

Had found us other enemies to vanquish. 

But Heav'n has wilPd it, and Heaven's will be done! 

The glorious expectation of success 

Buoys up my soul, nor lets a thought intrude 

To dash my promised joys ! What steady valour 

IBeam'd ^ora their eyes ! just so, if fanc^s power 

>Iay form conjecture from his after-age. 

Home's founder must have look'd, when, warm in 

youth 
And flush'd with future conquest, forth he marcbM 
Against proud Acron, with whose bleeding spoik 

He graced the altar of Feretrian Jove 

Me£inks I feel recovered : I might venture 
Forth to the field again. What ho ! VolScinius ! 
Attend me to the camp. 

Horatia. My dearest father. 
Let me entreat you stay; the tumult there 
VVill discompose you, and a quick relapse 
May prove roost dangerous. I'll restrain my teari) 
If they offend you. 

Horatius. Well, Pll be advised. 
'Twerenow too late; ere this they must have conquerU 
And here'$ the happy messenger of glory. 

Enter Valeria. 

Valetia. All's lost, all's ruin'^! freedom is no more! 

Horatius, What dost thou say ? 

Valeria* That Rome's subdued by Alba. 

Horatius. It cannot be. Where are my sons I All 
dead ? 

Valeria. Publius is still alive — ^tbe other two 
Have paid the fatal debt they owed their country. 

Horatius* Publius alive! You must mistake, Valeria. 
|Ie knoMTs his duty better. 
|}e must be dead, or Rome victorious. 

Valeria . Thousatvda as yi 0\ vv-e* WiiOa.^^ ^"^ ^<5s^^tv 
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After his brother's death he stood aloney 
And acted wonders against three assailants ; 
Till forced at last to save himself bjr flieht- 



Horatius. By flight I And did the soldiers let hivi^ 
pass? ^ 

Oh| I am ill again !— The coward villain ! 

[^Throwing himself into his Chair. 
Horatia. Alas» mj brothers ! 
Horaiius, Weep not^or them, girl. 
They've died a death which kings themselves might 

envy; 
And whilst they lived they saw their countiy free. 

Oh, had 1 jperish'd with them ! But for him, 

Whose impious flight dishonours all his race. 
Tears a fond father's heart, and tamely barters 
For poor precarious life his country's glory, 
Weep, weep for him, and let m^ join my tears ! 
Valeria. What could he do, my lord, when three 

opposed him ? 
Homtia. He might have died ! 
Oh, villain, villain, villain ! 
And he shall die ; this arm shall sacrifice 
The life he dared preserve with intamy. 

[Endeavouring to rise* 
What means this weakness ? 'Tis untimely now. 
When I should punish an ungrateful boy. 
Was this his boasted virtue, which could charm 
His' cheated sovereign, and brought tears of joy ' 
To my old eyes ? — So young a hjrpocrlte 1 
Oh, shame, shame, shame ! 

Valerias Have patience, sir ; all Rome 
Beheld his valour, and approved his flight, 
Against such opposition. 

Horatius, Teft not me 1 
What's Rome to me i Rome may excuse her traitor ; 
But I'm the guardian of my house's honour. 
And I will punislv Pray ye, lead me fotth \ 
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I would have air. But grant me strei^b, kind godi, 
To de this act of jiutioe, and TU own, 

Whate'er 'gainst Rome your awfiil wiUs decree, 
You still are just and merciful to me« {^ExamL 



ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCEKS I. 

4 Room in Horatius's House. 

Enter Horatius, Yaltiri a JoUoujing. 

Horatius. Away, away ! — I feel my strength re- 
newed. 
And I will hunt the villain through the world ; 
No desarts shall conceal, nor darkness hide him. 
He is well skill'd in flight; but he shall find 
'Tis not so easy to elude the vengeance 
Of a wrong'd father's arm, as to escape 
His adversary's sword* 

Valeria. Restrain your rage 
But for a moment, sir. When you shall hear 
The whole unravell'd, you will find he's innocent 

Horalius. It cannot be. 

Valeria. And see, my brother comes ! 
He may perhaps relat e 

Horatius. I will not hearliim ; 
I will not listen to my shame again. 
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j^ni^ Vakbrius. 

Valerius. I come with kind condolence froin the 
king,— . 
To sooth a father's grief, and to express—— 

HoraHus, I've heard it all ; I pray you fs^ax^ my 
blushes. 
I want not consolation ; 'tis enough 
They've perish'd for their country. But the third-* 

Valerius. True, he indeed may well supply your 
loss. 
And calls for all your fondness* 

HoraHus. All m^ venge^iice : 
And he shall have it, sir. 

Valerius. My lord ! what &ult has he committed? 

Horatius. Why will you double my confuaioii thus? 
Is flight no fault i 

Valerius. In such a cause m his 
'Twas glorious. 

Hordtius. Glorious ! Oh^ rare sophistry ! 
To find a way through infiimy to g^ory t 

Valerius. Infamy! 
What, was it in&mous to save his country i 
Is art a crime ? Is it the name of flight 
We can't forgive, thoitfrh its adored effect 
Restored us all to freedom, ^vod, and empire ? 

Horatius. What &me, what freedom? Who has 
saved his couptry ? . 

Valerius. Your son, my lord, hua done it* 

Horatius. How, when, where i 

Valerius. Is't possible 1 Did not you say you knew? 

Horatius. I care not what I knew — Oh, tell me a& ! 
Is Rome still free ? — ^Has Alba-^Has my son— — - 
Tell me 

Valerius. Your son, my lord, has slain her cham- 
pions. 

Horatius. What, PvdilittS i 

Valerius* He^ 
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Horaiins. Were there not three remaining ? 

Valerius. True, there were, 
Bot wounded all. 

Horatius. Your sister here had told us 
That Rome was vanquDshM, that my son was fled— ^ 

Vakriui. And be did fly ; but 'twas that flight pre- 
served us. 
All Rome as well as she has been deceived* 

Horatius* Come, relate it 
' Did I not say, Valeria, that my boy 
Must needs be dead, or Rome vict<nriou8 ? 
I long to hear the manner-^- Well, Valerius-^ 

Valerius, Your other sons, my lord, bad paid tbe 
debt 
They owed to Rome, and he alone remained 
'Gainst three opponents, whose united strengdi. 
Though wounded each, and robb'd of half their foreef 
Was still too great for his. A while he stood 
Their fierce assaults, and then pretended flight 
Only to tire his wounded adversaries. 

Horatius. Pretended flight, and this succeeded, ha ! 
Oh, glorious boy ! 

Valerius. ' Twas better still, my lord ; 
For all pursued, but not with equal speed. 
Each, eager for the conquest, pressed to reach him; 
Nor 3rd the first, till 'twas too late, perceive 
^ His fainter brothers panting far behind. 

Horatius, He took thtm singly then? An easy 
conquest ; 
•Twas boy's play onljr ? 

Valerius. Never did I see 
' Such universal joy, as when the last 
Sunk on the ground beneath Horatius' sword ; 
Who seem'd a while to parley as a friend. 
And would have given him life, but Caius scorn'd it 

Valeria. Caius ! Oh, poor Horatia ! 

Horatius^ Peace, 1 cnat^'^ \ki^«. 
Go, dress thy fatt« *ux «ai\^*> wA\i>4^1 Vn»ci.^ 



Wake to new transports. Let aoibition fire b^. 
What is a lover lost ^ There's not a youth 
In Rome but will adore her. Kings will seek 
. For her alliance now, and mightiest chiefi 
Be honoured by her smiles. Will Aey not» youth i 

lExU Valbria* 
Valerius, Most sure, my lord, this day has added 
. worth 
To her whose merit was before unequalPd^ 
HoraHus, How could I doubt his virtue i'^-^iSif^bltf 
Gods, 
This is true glory, to preserve his country. 
And bid, by one brave act, th'. Horatian name 
In &me's eternal volumes be enroll'd. 
Gradous Heaven ! 

Where is he ? Let me fly, and at his feet 
Forget the father, and implore a pardoa 
For such injustice. 

Valerius. The king, ere this, 
Has from the field di^^ched him ; 
But hark ! that shout 

Which sounds from far, and seems the mingled voice 
Of thousands, speaks him onward on' his way. 
Horatius. How my heart dances !•— Yet I blush to 
..meet him. 
But I will on. Come, come, Horatia; leave 
Thy sorrow far behind, and let us fly 
With open arms to greet our common gknry. {Exit* 

Enter Horatia and Valeria. 

Horatia* Yes, I will go ; this father's hard com- 
mand 
Shall be obey'd; and I jn'mi meet the conqueror^ 
But not in smiles. 

Valerius, Oh, go not, gentle lady i 
Might I advise——— 

Valeria* Your griefs are yet loo €t^^^ 
And may ofkn^tiusu Do nol^ m^ l^ot«&Aa» 

i>2. 



! 
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VaJerius. Indeed 'twere better to avoid hiir pre- 
sence ; 
It will revive your sorrows, and recall——— 

Haratia. Sir, when t saw you last^ I was a woman, 
The fool of nature, a fond prey to grief. 
Made up of sighs and tears, ^ut now my soul 
Disdains the very thought of what I was; 
' Fis grown too callous to be moved with toys. 
Observe me well ; am I not nobly changed ? 
-jBtream my sad eyes, or heaves my breast one groan I 
Ko : for I doubt no longer. 'Tis not griefs 
'Tis resolution now, and fix'd despair. 

Vderia. My dear Horatia, you strike t^rron 
through me ; 
What dreadful purpose hast thou &rm'd i Ob, speak! 

Valeriusm Hear me yet, sweet lady. 
You must not go ; whatever you resolve. 
There is a sight, will pierce you to the soul. 
Horntia. What sight? 
Valeriuim Alas ! I should be glad to hide it; 
But it is « 

Horaiia. What? 

Valerius* Your brother wears in triumph 
The very scarf I bore to Curiatius. 
Horatia. {^Wildly.'] Ye gods, 1 thank ye ! 'tis with 
joy I hear it* 
If I should falter now, that sight would rouse 
My drooping rage, and swell the tempest louder. 

But soft ; they may prevent me ; my wild passion 

Betrays my purpose, ■ ■ I'll dissemble with them. 

[She sits doom* 
Valeria. How do you, my Horatia ? 
Hpratia* Alas, my friend, 'tis madness which I 

utter 

Since you persuade me then, I will not go. 
But leave me to myself; I would sit here ; 
Alone in silent sadness poxix ts^ xa^x^^ 
And meditate on my uDi^ewc^-^l ^^^* 
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Valerius. [To Valeria.] 'Twere well to humour 
this. But may she not. 
If left alone, do outrage on herself? 

Valeria. I have prevented that; she has not near her 
One iostrument of death. 
Valeriusm Retire w^ then* 

[.Exeunt Valerius an^ Valeria.-— 4^er • 
short silence, Horatia rises and comes fir» 
Kjoard^ 
Horatia. Yes, they are gone ; and now be finn, nijr 
soul 1 
This way I can elude their search. The heart. 
Which dotes like mine» must break to be at ease. 
Just now I thought, had Curiatius lived, 
I could have driven him from my breast for ever. 
But death, has cancelled all my wron^ at once. 
^The^ were not wrongs ; 'twas virtue^ which un- 
did us. 
And virtue shall unite us in the grave. 
I heard them say, as they departed hence, 
That they had robb*d me of all means of death. 
Vain thought ! they knew not half Horatia's purpoit. 
Be resolute, my brother ; let not weak 
Unmanly fondness mingle with thy virtue. 
And I will touch thee nearly. Oh, come on, 
'lis thou alone canst give Horatia peace. [Exit, 
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ACT THE HFTEL 



SCAKHI. 



^ Street in Rome* 



Chorm gf Youths and VxKOiKft digging mnd ic&tier^ 
ing Brandm ofOah^ Flmeirsj Sfc 



Enter Horatius, leafdng on iht Arm of Pusun 

HORATIUS. 



CHOHUS, 

Thtu^forjreedam nobfy toon, 
Rome her Jiastt^ tribute pjouire / 

And on one victorious son 
Half exhausts her blooming stores, 

^ A TOUTH^ 

Scatter here the laurel croumt 
Emblem of immortal praise ! 

Wondrous youth ! to thy renoton 
Future times shall altars raise* 

A VIRGIN. 

Scatter here the myrtle wreath^ 
Though the bloodless victor* s due ^ 

Grateful t/iousands sa\)ed/Tom deatft 
SAoU devote that wreolK to i|Qnu 
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A YOUTH. 

Scatter here the oaken bough ; 

Ex^njbr one ai>ertedjate. 
We that civic meed bestow 

He saved all toho saved the states 

CHORUaU 

Thus for freedom^ Sfc* 

Horatim. Thou dost forgive me then ; my deareit 
boy, 
I .cannot tell thee half my ecstacy. 
The day which gave thee first to ray glad hopes 

Was misery to this Pm mad with transport 1 

Why are ye silent there ^ Again renew 
Your songs of praise, and, in a louder strain, 
Four forth your joy, and tell the listening sphereift 
That Rome is freed by my Horatius' hand. 

Puh. No more» my friends.— —You must penmit 
me, sir, 
To contradict you here« Not but my soul. 
Like yours, is open to the charms of praise : 
There is no joy beyond it, when the mind . 
Of him who hears it can with honest pride 
Confess it just, and listen to its music. 
But now the toils i have sustained require 
Their interval of rest, and every sense 
Is deaf to pleasure — ^Let me leave you, firieiidf ; 
We*re near our home, and would be private now i 
To-morrow we'll expect your kind attendance 
To share our joys, and wait our thanks to Heav^. 

As they are going off^ Horatia rushes %n% 

Horatia. Where is this mighty chief? 

Horatius. My daughter's voice I 
I bade her come ; she haa fotgol\i^t vsti^^%^ 
ADd^Is again, my child. 
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Horatiam Is this the hero. 
That tramples nature's ties, and nobty soars 
Above the dictates of humanity ? 
Let me observe him welL 

Pub, What means my sister ? 

Horatia. Thy sister! I disclaim the impious dtle; 
Base and inhuman ! Give me back my husband, 
My life, my soul, my murder'd Curiatiui i 

Pub. He peri^'d for his country. 

Horatia. Gracious gods, 
Was't not enough that thou hadst oourder'd himi 
But thou must triumph in thy guilt, and wear 
His bleedine spoils ?— Oh, let me tear them firom tfaee^ 
Drink the dear drops that issued iram his wounds, 
More dear to me than the whole tide that swellsi 
With impious pride, a hostile brother's heart. 

Horattus* Am I awake, or is it all illurioo i 

Pub. Horatia, hear me. 
Yet I am calm, and can forgive thy folly ; 
'Would I could call it by no harsher name. 
But do not tempt me farther. ,Go, my sbter. 
Go hide thee from the world, nor let a Roman 
Know with what insolence thou dar'st avow 
Thy infamy, or what is more, my shame, 
How tamely I forgave it.*— Go, Horatia. 

Horatia. I will not go. — What, have I touchM 
thee, then ? 
And canst thou feel \ — Oh, think not thou shalt lose 
Thy share of anguish. I'll pursue thee still, 
I'll be the funr, that shall haunt thy dreams ; 
Wake thee with shrieks, and place before thy sight 
Thy mangled friends in ail their pomp of horror. 

Pub. Away with her \ 'tis womani^ conaplaining. 
Think'st thou such trifles can alarm the man. 
Whose noblest passion is his country's love ? 

Horatia. Curse on my country's love, the trick ye 
teach us 
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To make us slaves beneath the wasak of virtue ; 
To rob us of each soft endearing sense. 
And violaite the first great law within us. 
I scorn the impious passion. 

Pub, Have a care ; 
Thou'st touch'd a string which may awake my ven- 
geance. 

H&ratia, lAsuie.'] Then it shall. 

Pub, Ohy if thou dar'st prophane 
That sacred tie which winds about my heart. 
By Heaven I swear, by^ die great gods, who rule 
The fiite of empires, 'tis not this fond weakness 
Which hangs upon me, and retards my justice, 
Nor even Uiy sex, which shall protect thee from me. 

{Chpping his Hand on his Stoord. 

HortUius. Drag her away— -thou'it make me curse 
thee, gir l 
Indeed she's mad. ^7b Publius. 

Horaita, Stand off, I am not mad 
Nay, draw thy sword ; I do defy thee, murderer, 
Barbarian, Roman !— «-.Mad ! The name of Rome 
Makes madmen of you all; my curses on it. 
Rise, rise, ye states. (Oh, that my voice could fire 
Your tardy wrath !^ confound its selfish greatness. 
Rase its proud widls, and lay its towers in ashes ! 

Pub. 1 11 bear no mo re 

{^Drmjoing his Sword. 

Horatius. Distraction ! — ^Force her o ff- 

Horatia. [SiruggUng.'] Could I but prove the He* 
len to destroy 
This cursed unsocial state, I'd die with transport : 
Gaze on the spreading fires— till the lost pile 
Sunk in. the blaze— then mingle with its ruins. 

[ExiU 

Pub* Thou shalt not live to that. 

{Exit after her. 
Thus perish all the enemies of Rome. { WithovU 
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Valeriug* [Within.'} Ob, horror! horror! execnh 
ble act ! 
By Romey and all its gods, thou ahalt not 'scape. 

Enter Publius. 

Pul. My whole souPs moved, 
And Rome's immortal genius stirs within me* 
Yesy ye dread powers, whose everlasting fires 
Blaze on our altars, and whose sacred shields. 
From lleav'n descending, guard imperial Rome, 
I feel, I feel your wrongs; for you I bear the sworl 

Enter Horatia, Hjoounded* 

Horatia. Now thou'st indeed been kind, and I for* 
give you 
The death of Curi^tius ; this last blow 
Has canceled all, and thou'rt again my brother. 

Horatius. Heavens ! what a sight 1 
A daughter bleediuff by a broUier's hand I 
My child ! my chila ! 

Horatia. What means this tenderness i I thought 
to see you 
Inflamed with rage against a worthless wretch. 
Who has dishonoured your illustrious race. 
And stain'd its brightest fame : in pity look not 
Thus kindly on me, for 1 have injured you. 

Horatius. Thou hast not, girl; 
I said 'twas madness, but he would not hear me. 

Horatia, Alas, my father ! 
All but my love was false ; what that inspired 
I utter'd freely. 

But tor the rest, the curses which I pour'd 
On heaven-defended Rome, were merely lures 
To tempt his rage, and perfect my destruction* 
Heaven ! with what transport I beheld him moved ! 
lipw my heart lean'd to meet, tke welcome point, 
dtain'd with the me-VAood ol mi QAKCtt8as»^ \ 
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Cementing thus our union ev'n in death. 

Pub. My sister, lire ! I charge thee live» Horatia ! 
Oh, thou hast planted daggera here 1 

Horaiia. My brother! 
Can you forgive me too ! then I am happy. 
Idared.not hope for that! Ye gentle ghosts» 
That rove Elysium, hear the sacred sound 1 
My father and my brother both forgive me 1 
I have again their sanotion on my love.. 
Oh, let me hasten to thpse happier climes, 
"Where, unmolested, we may share our joys. 
Nor Rome* nor Alba, shall disturb us more* 

[She dies* 

Horatiusm 'Tis gone, the prop, the comfort of my 
age. 
Let me reflect ; this morn I had three children^ 
mo happier father hail'd the sun's uprising : 
Now 1 have none ; for, Publius, thou must die : 
Blood calls foe blood to expiate one parricide. 
Justice demands another. Art thou ready ? 

Pub. Strike ! 'tis the consummation of my wishes 
To die« and by your hand. 

Horaiitu. Oh, blind old man ! 
Would'st thou lifl up thy sacrilegious hand 
Against the chief, the god that saved thy country ? 
There's something in that face that awes my soul 
Like a Divinity. Hence, thou vile weapon. 
Disgrace my hand no more. 

lA'Crj^ imthout. Justice I Justice ! 

Horatius. What noise is that ? ^ 

Enter Volscinius- 

V6L All Rome, my lord, has taken the alarm, and 
crowds 
Of citizens enraged, are posting hither, ^ 

To call for justice on the head of Publius. 

fforfitius. Ungrateful men! how dare they? let 
them come. 



■1 
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Enter TutLus, Valsrius, and Cmzsua. 

Vtderitu. See, fellow citisenB, see where the lie^ 
The bleeding victim. 

TuBus* Stop, unmanner'd youth ! 
Think'stthou we know not wherefore we are here? 
Seest thou yon drooping sire ? 

Horaiius. Permit them, sir* 

TuUus» What would you, Romans ? 

Valeriusm We are come, dread sir. 
In the behalf of murder'd innocence; 
Murder'd by him, the man 

Horatius. Whose conquering arm 
Has sared you all irom ruin. Oh^ shame ! shame! 
Has Rome no gratitude ? Do ye not blush 
To think whom your insatiate rage pursues ? 
Down^ down^ and worship him. 

1 Citizen* Does he plead for him ? 
Does he forgire hfs daughter's death ? 

Horatius, He does. 
And glories in it, glories in the thought 
That there's one Roman left who dares be gratdiil. 
If you are wrong'd, then what am I ? Must I 
Be taught my duty by the aiFected tears 
Of strangers to my blood ? Had I been wronged, 
I know a father's right, and had not ask'd 
This ready-talking sir to bellow for me. 
And mouth my wrongs in Rome. 

Valerius, Friends, countrymen, regard not what he 
says; 
Stop, stop your ears, nor hear a frantic father 
Thus plead against his child. 

Horatius* He does belie me. 
What child have I ? Alas ! I have but one^ 
And him you would tear from me. 

Citizen. Hear him ! hear him ! 

Pub. No; let me speak. Think^st thou, ungrate- 
ful youth, 
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To hurt my quiet? I am hurt beyond 
Thy power to harm me. Death's extremett tortures 
Were happmess to what I feel^ Yet know, 
My. injured honour bids me live ; nay, more. 
It bids me even descend to j^ead for life. 
But wherefore waste I words ? 'Tis not to him, 
Biit you, my countrymen, to you, I qpeak ; 
He loved the maid. 

1 Citizen* How! loved her 1 

Pub. Fondly loved her ; 
And, under show of public justice, screens 
A private passion, and a mean revenge. 
Thmk you I loved her not ? High Heav'n's my wit- 
ness 
How tenderly I loved her ; and tlie pangs 
I feel this moment, could you see my heart, 
Would prove too plainly I am still her brother* 

1 Citizen. He shall be saved. 
Valerius has misled us. 
Save him ! save him ! 

TtiUus, If yet a doubt remains. 
Behold that virtuous father, who could boast. 
This very mom, a nudierous progeny. 
The dear supports of his declming age ; 
Then read the sad reverse with pitying eyes. 
And tell your conscious hearts they fdl for you. 

Horatius, I am overpaid by that, nor claim I aught 
On their accounts; by high Heaven I swear, 
I'd rather see him added to the heap. 
Than Rome enslaved. 

1 Citizen. Oh, excellent Horatius ! 
Save him ! save him ! 

TuUus. Then I pronounce him free. And now, 
Horatius, 
The evening of thy stormy day at last 
Shall close in peace. Here, take him to thy breast. 

Horatius. My son, my conqueror I 'twas a &td 
stroke, 
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But shall not wound oar peace. This kind endmoe 

Shall spread a sweet oblivion o'er our sorrows ; 

Or, if in after times, though 'tis not long 

That I shall trouble you, some sfui remembrance 

Should steal a sigh, aiad peevish age forget 

Its resolution, only boldly say 

Thou savedst the state, and 1*11 entreat forgiveness. 

Learn hence, ye Romans, on how sure a base 

The patriot biulds his happiness. 

Grief may to grief in endless round succeed. 
And nature suffer when our chihlren bleed; 
But still superior must that hero prove. 
Whose first, best passion is his country's love. 

Wietmtamnes; 
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